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T -Model Ford says a lot. He says he's 79 
years old. He says he's “the Boss of 
the Blues! TheTaildragger! From Gr 
eenvilllllllle....Mississippi!” He says he doesn't 
need his cane anymore. And he says he can help 
us. So, every two months, Arthur's humble 
editor calls T-Model and asks him some pressing 
questions. T-Model gives his answers over the 
phone, then we at Arthur HQ transcribe the 
conversation, with some help of Bruce Watson 
from Fat Possum Records, T-Model's record 
label. And boom there it is. 

If you have any questions for T-Model, and we 
suspect that you do, email them to 

editorial@arthurmag.com 
So now, without further ado, here's T-Model 
from down the line at the house he shares with 
his girlfriend Stella... 

Dear T-Model, Where do you 
think Osama Bin Laden is 
hiding? — Dick C. and George W., 

Washington DC 

Weill... If I had food and stuff, I’d go 
down in the low part of the earth, 
and that’s where I’d be if they find 
me. It would be hard for them to 
find me if I get into the low part of 
the earth, and got plenty of water, 
plenty of food to eat, and stay warm. 
You know, everything. Until I die. 
And that’s pretty near where the 
man they want they can’t find him 
at, he’s into the low part of the earth. 
Like over in Australia, low land. If 
somebody’s over there, they done 
seen him but they don’t know him. 
And that’s where he gonna hang 
out at. 

Dear T-Model, I’ve got a real 
bad temper. The other day I 
got so mad I punched the wall. 
Now I got stitches, and my 
wife’s all angry. What should I 
do about my bad temper? 

—Phil S., Calif. 

Well, he have to go off, he has to 
set around and think, what can’t 
he get into if he don’t take care 
of his temper. You can’t have 
no high temper! You keep LOW 
temper. Cuz most anything can 
make you ANGRY. I’d say for the 
last five years I’ve been using 
my low temper. I don’t let nothin’ 
upset me, I don’t let nothin’ worry 
me, I don’t be worrying about 
NOTHING. Anytime you go to 
worrying, thinking and sitting 
around angry and all likes of 
that, you’re hurting yourself. I 
guess that’s how come I’m goin’ 
so far in with the Good Lord. I’m 
not a Christian, but I believe I’m 
is. I don’t let nothin’ upset me. 
Anything go to upset me, I let it go. 
I don’t fool with it. Like when they 
stole my car and tore it up and got 
all everything they wanted off and 
then sold the car and then I got 
the re title. I got angry. But I got 
by myself and I said, Tt ain’t worth 
it. I done live these many years, I 


can live on.’ It didn’t hurt me. But 
further down the road, it’s gonna 
overtake ever who done it. You 
don’t have to worry about that. I 
ain’t gonna worry about it. 

So, don’t never set around by 
yourself. If you got a woman, it’s 
alright, and if you ain’t got one, it’s 
STILL alright. Go where a woman 
at, or stay close where a woman 
at, and you can make it. But if you 
don’t, if you set around and get 
angry and seein’ what you used to 
doin’ and wanna do and you can’t 
do it, you in baaaaaaaad trouble. I 
don’t let NOTHIN’ worry me. If I 
lose a piece of money, I don’t worry 
about it. What did I do before I got 
a piece of money? I had to suffer 


without it. So you can do the same 
thang. 

Yeah, really I had some low-down 
temper, some really bad temper. But 
like I said, the last five years, a tree 
fell on me and I broke my hip and 
all of that, I had to look back and 
see, who keepin’ me here? The Good 
Lord. I’m lettin’ him take care of 
ALL of my downfalls. I don’t worry 
‘bout that no more. He’s the man that 


can do for you when you can’t do for 
yourself. I wanna be a preacher, but 
I’m waitin’ for the Lord to call me. 
All these preachers preachin’ say 
the Lord called them to preach. I’m 
waitin’ for it. I’m waiting for the 
Good Lord to call me to come and 
preach. I got somethin’ to tell ALL 
these preachers something. 

Dear T-Model, Is it true that 
pretty girls smell better than 
ugly girls? 

—John L., New York City 

That’s wrong. There’s some ugly 
girls that smell better than that 
pretty girl. They most shape up 
for it. Yes, indeed. A pretty girl, she 


knows she pretty. But an ugly girl is 
the best. If I was gonna marry right 
now, I’d go get me an ugly woman 
to marry. I wouldn’t marry no 
pretty girl. A pretty girl is trouble¬ 
making. EVERYBODY is wantin’ 
her. But everybody don’t want that 
ugly girl, and she still the best. The 
cake is the best. The pie is the best. 
Now you can read ‘tween lines, heh 
heh. That’s true, now! 


Dear T-Model, I’m getting up 
there in age. I’m turning 35 in 
June. Have I waited too long to 
get married? 

—Maybe Too Picky, Ark. 

Well, that’s a hard question to 
answer. If you ain’t ready to get 
married, you better stay like you 

is. I’ve been married five times and 
I’m divorced now. I ain’t thinkin’ 
about gettin’ married. I ain’t 
gonna marry no more! I done had 

it. When you’re 35, you ought’n to 
be thinking about getting married. 
You can wait til you’re 40 years 
old and get married. You can 
marry anytime. But. If you go to 
marrying in your 20s and in your 
30s, you ain’t looked the world 
over yet. You THINK you have, 
but you sure ain’t. When you jump 
up and marry in your 20s and 30s, 
you ain’t gon’ hardly make it. Well 
when you hit your 40s, now, you 
can sort of live together. It’s better 
to WAIT. 

Dear T-Model, I’ve noticed that 
some women have mustaches. 
Why is that? 

—Hirsute Minded, San Francisco. 

Well... that’s a pretty rough 
question. But I think when a 
woman got mustache, she playin’ 
a man’s place. I know it. Anytime 
you catch a woman got a mustache 
showin’, she playing a man’s style. 
[Editor: Why would she do that?] 
Well... Now that’s something I don’t 
know. I have a idea of what it is, but 
I wouldn’t wanna speak it! © 
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stay like you is!” 
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Progressive Manufacturing 
Progressive Products 
Progressive Politics 


americanapparel.net 


At American Apparel, we are on the 
cutting edge of a new business 
movement- we are a socialist-capitalist 
fusion, looking out for everyone touched 
by our business practices, whether they 
be an individual customer or garment 
worker. We are rebuilding the system of 
T-shirt manufacturing and distribution 
from the ground up. 




We do not exploit cheap labor as a 
means of creating value. We are 
challenging the garment manufacturing 
paradigm, which has transformed the 
T-shirt industry into a global slave trade 
wherein workers commonly earn as little 
as fifteen cents an hour. 

We are rediscovering the true essence of 
the T-shirt, once considered an icon of 


American freedom and youth culture. 
What is important to us is that we are 
taking advantage of art, design and 
technology in order to bring our 
customers the exciting T-shirts they love 
to wear. 

Employing over 1000 people, our 
downtown Los Angeles facility is a unique 
manufacturing community and design lab, 
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supported by loyal, well paid employees 
who receive basic benefits such as health 
care and enjoy the rewards of a job 
well done. 

For more information about our exclusive 
cotton product line, and our ground 
breaking political mission, please visit our 
web site: www.americanapparel.net 


Sweatshop Free T-shirts™ 
Made in LA 


American Apparel 747 Warehouse St. Los Angeles, CA 90021 Tel: (213) 488-0226 Fax: (213) 488-0334 





May the Road 
Rise Op to Rock. You 


Arthur rolls outfor a week on tour with the Black Keys and Sleater-Kinney. 
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by P£T£R RELIC 

-- 


“Rule Number One: Never make 
friends with a journalist.” I wagged 
my finger and slurped my coffee, 
assuring the two young men across 
from me I knew of what I spoke. 
“Rock hacks are fretful freeloaders 
out to steal your shine and misquote 
you every time.” 

We were sitting at a back booth of 
Dodie’s, a greasy spoon on Market 
Street, Akron, Ohio. It was the final 
hayfeverish week of May, 2002.1 had 
driven down from Cleveland to find 
out how the hell these fellas—Dan 
Auerbach and Patrick Carney, co- 
capitans of the two-piece band The 
Black Keys—had created such a 
thrilling slab of raw-dog fatback 
juke joint blues as The Big Come 
Up , their brand new debut album. To 
hear the Keys tell it, simplicity was 
the key. 

“We stopped talking about 
time signatures a long time ago,” 
Auerbach said. 

“We’re de-evolving,” said Carney, a 
Duty Now For The Future glint in 
his eye. 

“We’ve even removed the word 
‘repertoire’ from our repertoire,” 
Auerbach added. 

The following week the Cleveland 
Free Times ran my column about this 
band yet to play a gig outside Ohio 
who had made, quite simply, “one 
of the best American records you’ll 
hear this year.” 

Pretty soon they did play outside 
Ohio. I tagged along to those Detroit 
and Chicago shows. By the end of‘02, 
the good word about The Big Come 
Up had gotten around; Janet Weiss, 
drummer for Sleater-Kinney, testified 
in Rolling Stone that the stuff was 
up to snuff. 2003 was happily rung 
in playing with Guided By Voices 
at a New Year’s Eve beer bash in 
Indianapolis. Then the call came: 
Would the band like to open up for 
Sleater-Kinney on tour? The Black 
Keys would fly with their equipment 
to Portland, Oregon, rent a van, 
and the West Coast leg would start 
there in Sleater-Kinney’s hometown. 
Perfect. Except that contract liability 
on the van stipulated that no one 
under 25 could drive the thing. But 
by then Rule Number One had 
been broken. And so 22-year-old 
drummer/producer Patrick Carney 
and 23-year-old singer/guitarist Dan 
Auerbach cannily roped in their over- 
30 Cleveland journo pal to act as 
de facto tour mensch. Best as I can 
remember, it went a little something 
like this... 

Saturday, February 1, 2003 

“The last time there was a winter this 
bad I was too young to be bummed 
out by it,” Patrick says, piling his 
drum kit cases onto a cart at the 
curb of Cleveland Hopkins Airport. 
As the biting wind off Lake Erie cuts 
through Patrick and Dan’s farewell 
embraces with their girlfriends, I 
stare into the 7am sun. There is no 
warmth in its light. 

Soon, Patrick [PC], Dan [DA] and 


myself are cramped three across in a 
dinky Continental plane en route to 
Minneapolis. DA, sitting next to me 
in his shiny blue Adidas top, pulls out 
his Snappy Strawberry Bubble Tape 
and tears off a few inches of gum to 
sugar up his craw. His lustrously 
bearded mug is tipped back in reverie 
as his ear goggles play Ah Farka 
Toure. Jim Thompson’s novel The 


Nothing Man is turned face down on 
his lap. Across the aisle PC is flipping 
through Mad magazine, his legs 
crunched up against the tray table. 
He’s wearing scuffed-up dust-colored 
shitkicker cowboy boots, arrowhead 
designs cut into the leather uppers, 
zippers up the sides and lethal 


pointed toes. Airports security made 
him take the boots off before we 
boarded. He could’ve been hiding an 
aircraft carrier in each one, see. 

“Do you think we should agree to 
open for Ryan Adams?” PC asks me. 

I cover my face with my hand. 

“If he’s nice to me when I first meet 
him, we can build,” says PC. “If he’s 
not, there will be no second chance.” 


“Get the brass knuckles ready, 
because when we play ‘Summer of 
‘69’ he’s going to come out swinging,” 
DA says. 

“We’re picking up a ripple here over 
Dupree, South Dakota, so I suggest 
you keep your seatbelts fastened,” 


announces the pilot. 

I raise my window’s sticky plastic 
shutter. The sun is pronged at the 
end of the wing like an immolated 
marshmallow. I glance behind me 
where a kid, maybe 16, complexion 
of a greasy pizza, is wearing silver 
clamshell headphones and reading 
Nausea. An Amish girl, no more than 
10, walks placidly down the aisle in 
a pale blue dress and white bonnet. 
Are Amish people allowed to fly? Far 
below where fir trees bristle, a river 
in the Cascade Mountains makes 
like a snake shedding its shiny 
carapace. 

The tarmac in Portland is slick 
with rain. The plane jostles and 
skids to a nerve-shredding stop. 
Everyone is quiet. A little girl calls 
out from way in the back: 

“Thank you mister airplane!” 

Everyone exhales. The captain 
speaks: “If Portland is your final 
destination, please let those 
passengers with tight connections 
deplane first.” 

Everyone stands up anyway, 
retrieving luggage, edging into the 
aisle. 

“How many people on this plane 
do you think are coming to the show 
tonight?” I ask DA. 

“All of ‘em. Because they’ve all got 
tight connections.” 

A guy in front of us, noodling with 
his blue phone, turns around. “What 
show is that?” 

“The Black Keys and Sleater- 
Kinney.” 

“Can’t say as I ever heard of them.” 
He looks like a Microsoft prole, 
forking his fingers through his 
thinning black hair. 

“What’s the last show you went to?” 

Microsoft exhales and adjusts his 
trim framed black glasses. “Jerry 
Cantrell. I’d see him any time. He 
was great. Sounded just like Alice Of 
Chains, but without Layne Stanley.” 

Sleater-Kinney fans are devoted. 
They’ll line up outside hours before 
the show and, when doors open, pour 
onto the floor to secure an optimum 
spot. This proves true throughout 
the tour, and means that as the 
opening band, the Black Keys play 
more often than not to a packed 
house. So it is that at 9:10 pm, as 
DA lays into the Harrier jet liftoff 
riff of new song “Thickfreakness,” 
the temperature in Portland’s 
already-full Crystal Ballroom rises 
in fevered response. PC, looming 
over his kit like Lon Chaney, falls 
upon his hi-hat and cracks his snare 
and the beat ricochets around the 
shadowy corners of the 89-year-old 
ballroom. The fellas lock into the 
song’s choogling groove and I turn 
my attention to a guy approaching 
the merch table. “Whoa, what is this, 
a 45?” 

He picks up the top copy in the 
stack of carefully arranged 7”s 
of “The Moan” and looks at it 
incredulously. “They don’t make 
these anymore,” he says, putting 



“We stopped talking about time signatures 
a long time ago," Auerbach said. 
“We're de-evolving " said Carney. 
“We've even removed the word ‘ repertoire' 
from our repertoire, "Auerbach added. 
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it down and walking away. Sleater- 
Kinney Janet is next to me, selling 
her merch like hotcakes. 

“A non-believer,” I say 

She shrugs, sells another t-shirt, 
two CDs and packet of badges. 

“Your last name is Weiss?” 

She nods. 

“Houdini’s real last name was 
Weiss.” 

Light leaps across Janet’s serious 
face. “How do I find out in I’m related 
to him?” 

“Attempt a manacled bridge jump 
into the Willamette River and see 
if you’re genetically inclined to 
survive,” I think to say, but do not. I 
will say this: Janet Weiss is related 
to Erich Weiss, who, as Harry 
Houdini, became the greatest escape 
artist this world has ever known. I 
do not know how I know this, except 
that over the next eight days I will 
see and hear Janet play drums 
with such extraordinary power and 
dexterity that I cannot make out 
with my eyes how it is possible, and 
that is proof enough for me. 

After the Keys come offstage, having 
finished with a fun-as-hell version 
of the Stooges’ “No Fun,” I stay and 
sell merch to the newly converted 
while Quasi plays a peculiar set 
of piano-driven harlequin minuets. 
Later, I trundle upstairs to catch 
Sleater-Kinney. I’m greeted by the 
serrated riff of “Words And Guitar,” 
Corin Tucker singing in her fiery 
soprano “I wanna turn turn you on, I 
play it all I play it all” as the frosted 
crystal chandelier quivers and sways 
and 1500 fans pogo on the old world 
maple ballroom dancefloor built on 
ball bearings and it looks like we 
all might hit our heads on the two- 
story high ceiling for joy, until the 
song stops on a dime and the band 
roars into a cover of Creedence’s 
“Fortunate Son” with such true aim 
(“Some folks are born made to wave 
the flag...ooh they’re red white and 
blue! It ain’t me, it ain’t me, I ain’t no 
millionaire’s son!”) that it feels like 
this moment in American history 
is the very one that prompted John 
Fogerty to write the damn thing. 

As Sleater-Kinney return for an 


“Hey, how much longer 
to Mordor?” 

Why don’t you get out the map 
of Middle Earth and look. ” 


encore, someone in the crowd is 
holding up a hand-made sign, and 
Janet solicitously reads its slogan 
into her microphone: “’Boobs 
Not Bombs’.” Carrie Brownstein 
explodes with laughter and steps to 
her mic: “It says ‘Books Not Bombs’!” 
She pauses, considering. “’Boobs Not 
Bombs’ though, that works too.” 

Sunday, February 2, 2003 

It’s a beautiful day for a drive to 
SF, we’re primed with premium 
java, the van drives like a dream, 
the evergreen landscape slips by as 
PC offers insightful non sequiturs 
(“Birds don’t have eyelids so they 
can keep an eye on their kids”) and 
DA plays a Sleepy John Estes tune 
with the immortal couplet “If the 
river was whiskey and I was a diving 
duck, I’d fly to the bottom and I never 
would come up.” Hours on and we 
rifle through our binders and ziploc 
bags stuffed with CDs and offer 


chagrined apologies and curses for 
not bringing many many more CDs. 

“What seems like a lotta CDs when 
you are packing is really not so 
many when you’re out on the road,” 
DA says. 

So it’s time for Led Zeppelin II, , 
and “Ramble On” rumbles in, and 
instantly the Black Keys reveal 
themselves to be a high school 
debate team in disguise. 

“I like this song,” PC tells us, “but 
only because it’s about hobbits.” 

“Oh no,” DA moans. 

“You’re just jealous that you didn’t 
think to write a song mentioning 
Mordor first.” 

“Yeah, just like I’m jealous that I 
don’t have hairy knuckles and feet.” 

“Hey, how much longer to Mordor?” 

“Why don’t you get out the map of 
Middle Earth and look.” 

Hour number eight and my hands 
are one with the wheel, my knuckles 


turn white, welts rise along the 
lifelines of my palms, tenterhooks 
shred my gut, each man is alone 
now with his thoughts, my frayed 
heartstrings lower my mind into a 
deep dark well where the words I 
heard her say five days ago in a facile 
telephone dump dis echo against 
mottled stone...and now as the van 
dips and dives along the southward¬ 
winding California coast each mile 
of tire-bitten tar nudges my scorched 
core upward and with blood boiling in 
the cracks, my heart begins a natural 
magical mend. Pavement’s Cali 
classic Crooked Rain, Crooked Rain 
is cranked, Malkmus keening “up to 
the top of the Shasta gulch/ to the 
bottom of the Tahoe lake/ man-made 
deltas and concrete rivers/ the South 
takes what the North delivers...” 

I turn to PC as the song ends. “How 
do you rate that vocal performance?” 

“10,” he says without hesitation, 
and falls off to sleep. 

Driving onward the van becomes 
a sluicing sled over paved terrain 
forever snaking downward 
ravenously unraveling until 
eventually DA awakes, sits up in the 
back seats and asks how goes. 

“I feel like a member of the 
Jamaican bobsled team,” I say. 

“You look like a member of the 
Jamaican bobsled team,” he tells me, 
and lies back down. 

We slip into the glittering Frisco 
night amidst bumper-to-bumpercar 
insanity and glide to the gaudy neon 
of the Phoenix Hotel. Eleven hours 
behind the wheel really makes bed 
heaven. As I settle beneath clean 
sheets, PC presses a nugget of Bay 
Area bumper crop procured from an 
obliging bellhop into my palm like 
a talisman reprieve from haunted 
dreams. Golden slumber comes to 
me with ease. 

Monday, February 3, 2003 

The morning’s first order of business: 
a trip into the Mission district to PC’s 
Uncle Ralph. “Did you ever see that 
Tom Waits movie Big Time?” PC says. 
“Ralph had a samurai haircut in it, 
playing two saxophones upside down 
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PRESIDENT BUSH has declared: "you're either with us or against us." Here is our answer: 

JAMES ABOUREZK [former u.s. senator] - F. MURRAY ABRAHAM - PATCH ADAMS - ROBERT ALTMAN - LAURIE ANDERSON - JOHN ASHBERY • EDWARD ASNER 
KEVIN BACON • JON ROBIN BAITZ • THOMAS BALANOFF [president, locali.seiui • RUSSELL BANKS • JOHN PERRY BARLOW [co-founder, electronic frontier foundation] 
REV. WILLIE T. BARROW [operation push] • SUE BAUMAN [mayor of madison, wi] • JOEL BEINEN [professor of middle east history, Stanford] • MEDEA BENJAMIN 
PHYLLIS BENNIS [institute for policy studies, new internationalism project] • JESSICA BLANK & ERIK JENSEN [playwrights, the exonerated] • WILLIAM BLUM [author of 
rogue STATE] • OSCAR BROWN, JR. • CHARLES BURNETT • JUDITH BUTLER • LESLIE CAGAN [chair, interim pacifica radio national board] • SEN. GILBERT CEDILLO 
[California state legislature] • KATHLEEN & HENRY CHALFANT • CECILIA CHANG [chairperson, wen ho lee defense fund steering com.] • LINDA CHAPMAN [ny theater workshop] 
REP. MARALYN CHASE [Washington state leg.] • NOAM CHOMSKY • DEEPAK CHOPRA • RAMSEY CLARK [former u.s. attorney-general] • JILL CLAYBURGH • BEN COHEN 
[co-founder, ben & jerry’s] • DAVID COLE [prof, of law, Georgetown] • PAULA COOPER • KIMBERLE CRENSHAW • ANN CHRISTOPHERSON [pres., amer. booksellers assn] 
DAVID CROSS - CULTURE CLASH - JOHN CUSACK - KEVIN DANAHER [global exchange] - REV. HERBERT DAUGHTRY - ANGELA DAVIS - OSSIE DAVIS 
ZACK DE LA ROCHA • MOS DEF • ANI DIFRANCO • JULIE DORF [int-l gay & lesbian human rights commission] • ROMA DOWNEY • SANDY DUNCAN • REP. BILL DYSON 
[CONNECTICUTstate legislature] - MICHAEL ERIC DYSON • STEVE EARLE ' BARBARA EHRENREICH • HECTOR ELIZONDO - DANIEL ELLSBERG • BRIAN ENO 
EVE ENSLER • LEO ESTRADA [professor of urban planning, ucla] • FRANCES D. FERGUSSON • LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI [city lights bookstore] 
FIFTY-THREE MARYKNOLL PRIESTS AND BROTHERS • JANE FONDA • HENRY FONER [former pres, fur & leather workers union] • RICHARD FOREMAN 
THOMAS C. FOX [publisher, national catholic REPORTER] • MICHAEL FRANTI • GLEN E. FRIEDMAN TERRY GILLIAM • MILTON GLASER • JEREMY M. GLICK [co-editor 
of another world is possible] - DANNY GLOVER • DANNY GOLDBERG - LEON GOLUB - JUAN GOMEZ QUINONES [professor of history, ucla] - VIVIAN GORNICK 
JORIE GRAHAM - ANDRE GREGORY - JOHN GUARE • ALLAN GURGANUS • JESSICA HAGEDORN • SAM HAMILL • SUHEIR HAMMAD • DANIEL HANDLER 
[AKA lemony snicket] • MICHAEL HARDT [CO-AUTHOR OF EMPIRE] • DAVID HARVEY [PROFESSOR OF anthropology, CUNY] • STANLEY HAUERWAS • TOM HAYDEN • BELL HOOKS 
RAKAA IRISCIENCE [dilated peoples] • ABDEEN JABARA [past pres., american-arab anti-discrimination committee] • REV. JESSE JACKSON • MUMIA ABU-JAMAL 
FREDRIC JAMESON [chair of the literature program, duke] • JIM JARMUSCH • CHALMERS JOHNSON [author of blowback] • BILL T. JONES • MELANIE JOSEPH 
[foundrytheater] • CASEY KASEM • EVELYN FOX KELLER [professor of history of science, mit] • ROBIN D.G. KELLEY [professor of history and africana studies, nyu] 
MARTIN LUTHER KING III [pres., southern Christian leadership conference] • BARBARA KINGSOLVER * ARTHUR KINOY [board co-chair, center for constitutional rights] 
C. CLARK KISSINGER [refuse & resist:] • YURI KOCHIYAMA • BARBARA KOPPLE • DAVID KORTEN [author of when corporations rule the world] • RON KOVIC 
BARBARA KRUGER - TONY KUSHNER • REV. PETER LAARMAN [senior minister, judson memorial church] - ANN LAUTERBACH • HARRIET LERNER 
RABBI MICHAEL LERNEi [editor,tikkun magazine] • PHIL LESH [gratefuldead] • MICHAEL LETWIN [co-convener, nyclaboragainstthewar] • LUCY R. LIPPARD • JOSE LOPEZ 
[DIR., PUERTO RICAN CULTURAL CENTER, CHICAGO] ' RAYMOND LOTTA [AUTHOR OF AMERICA IN DECLINE] ' BARBARA LUBIN [MIDDLE EAST CHILDREN’S ALLIANCE] ' JANET L. ABU-LUGHOD 
[PROFESSOR OF POLITICAL AND SOCIAL SCIENCE, NEW SCHOOL] • STAUGHTON LYNi • REYNALDO MACIA [DIR., CESAR CHAVEZ CENTER, UCLA] • DAVE MARSH • RABBI ROBERT MARX 
MARYKNOLL SISTERS [western usa] • MALACHY MCCOURT • REP. JIM MCDERMOTT • AARON MCGRUDER • CYNTHIA MCKINNEY [former u.s. representative] 
ELLEN MCLAUGHLIN - DAVID MCREYNOLDS • CHUCK MEE • SUSAN MEISELAS • W.S. MERWIN • SUSAN MINOT • MALAQUIAS MONTOYA - TOM MORELLO 
ROBIN MORGAN • TONI MORRISON - VIGGO MORTENSEN • WALTER MOSLEY • MINISTER BENJAMIN MUHAMMED [hip-hop summit action network] 
GRAHAM NASH • LINDA NOCHLIN • ODETTA • DENIS O’HARE • CLAES OLDENBURG - PAULINE OLIVEROS • YOKO ONO • REV. E. RANDALL OSBURN [exec, v.p., 
southern Christian leadership conference] • OZOMATLI • GRACE PALEY • MICHAEL PARENTI • JEREMY PIKSER [screenwriter, bulworth] • FRANCES FOX PIVEN 
JEREMY PIVEN • KATHA POLLITT • JAMES STEWART POLSHEK • HAROLD PRINCE • BONNIE RAITT • MARCUS RASKIN • MICHAEL RATNER [pres., center for 
constitutional RIGHTS] • AMY RAY [indigo girls] • ADRIENNE RICH • DAVID RIKER • BOOTS RILEY [the coup] • FAITH RINGGOLD • SEN. FRED RISSER [Wisconsin state legisla¬ 
ture] • KATE ROBIN • JAMES ROSENQUIST • JUDITH ROSSNER • MATTHEW [ROTHSCHILD [editor of the progressive] • EDWARD SAID • ANGELICA SALAS [director, 
CAMPAIGN FOR HUMANE IMMIGRANT RIGHTS OF LOS ANGELES] • LUC SANTE * REP. SHARON TOMIKO SANTOS [WASHINGTON STATE LEGISLATURE] • SUSAN SARANDON • SASKIA SASSEN 
[professor of sociology, Chicago] • JOHN SAYLES • JAMES SCHAMUS [producer-writer, crouching tiger, hidden dragon] • JONATHAN SCHELL [fellow, nation institute] 
JULIET SCHOR [professor of sociology, boston college] • ANNABELLA SCIORRA • KYRA SEDGWICK • PETE & TOSHI SEEGER • PETER A. SERKIN • FRANK SERPICO 
RICHARD SERRA • REV. AL SHARPTON • WALLACE SHAWN - MARTIN SHEEN • RON SHELTON - RUSSELL SIMMONS - KIKI SMITH • NANCY SPERO 
ART SPIEGELMAN • STARHAWK • GLORIA STEINEM • OLIVER STONE • MARK STRAND • WILLIAM & ROSE STYRON • RON TAKAKI [professor of ethnic studies, 
BERKELEY] • JONATHAN TASINI [pres., national writers union] • MICHAEL TAUSSIG [professor of anthropology, Columbia] • STUDS TERKEL • MARISA TOMEI • LUIS VALDEZ 
COOSJE VAN BRUGGEN • GORE VIDAL - KURT VONNEGUT • ALICE WALKER - NAOMI WALLACE - IMMANUEL WALLERSTEIN [professor of sociology, yale] - WAVY GRAVY 
LEONARD WEINGLASS • CORA WEISS [pres., Hague appeal for peace] • CORNEL WEST • HASKELL WEXLER • JOHN EDGAR WIDEMAN • SAUL WILLIAMS • BOB WING 
[wartimes] • ALICE WOLDT [church council of greater Seattle] • JEFFREY WRIGHT • MARY ZIMMERMAN • HOWARD ZINN • [organizations for identification only] 


A STATEMENT OF CONSCIENCE 

LET IT NOT BE SAID that people in the United States did nothing when their government 
declared a war without limit and instituted stark new measures of repression. 


THE SIGNERS OFTHIS STATEMENT call on 
the people of the United States to resist the poli¬ 
cies and overall political direction that have 
emerged since September 11, 2001, and which 
pose grave dangers to the people of the world. 

WE BELIEVE that peoples and nations have 
the right to determine their own destiny, free 
from military coercion by great powers. We 
believe that all persons detained or prosecuted 
by the United States government should have 
the same rights of due process. We believe that 
questioning, criticism, and dissent must be 
valued and protected. We understand that such 
rights and values are always contested and must 
be fought for. 

WE BELIEVE THAT PEOPLE OF CON¬ 
SCIENCE MUST TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR 
WHATTHEIR OWN GOVERNMENTS DO-WE 
MUST FIRST OF ALL OPPOSE THE INJUSTICE 
THAT IS DONE IN OUR OWN NAME. Thus we 
call on all Americans to R ESI ST the war and 
repression that has been loosed on the world by 
the Bush administration. It is unjust, immoral, 
and illegitimate. We choose to make common 
cause with the people of the world. 

WE TOO WATCH ED with shock the horrific 
events of September 11, 2001. We too mourned 
the thousands of innocent dead and shook our 
heads at the terrible scenes of carnage-even 
as we recalled similar scenes in Baghdad, 
Panama City, and, a generation ago, Vietnam. 
We too joined the anguished questioning of 
millions of Americans who asked why such a 
thing could happen. 


BUT THE MOURNING had barely begun, when 
the highest leaders of the land unleashed a spirit 
of revenge. They put out a simplistic script of 
"good vs. evil" that was taken up by a pliant and 
intimidated media. They told us that asking why 
these terrible events had happened verged on 
treason. There was to be no debate. There were by 
definition no valid political or moral questions. 
The only possible answer was to be war abroad 
and repression at home. 

IN OUR NAME, the Bush administration, with 
near unanimity from Congress, not only attacked 
Afghanistan but arrogated to itself and its allies 
the right to rain down military force anywhere and 
anytime. The brutal repercussions have been felt 
from the Philippines to Palestine, where Israeli 
tanks and bulldozers have left a terrible trail of 
death and destruction. THE GOVERNMENT 
HAS NOW LAUNCHED AN ALL-OUT WAR 
ON IRAQ-A COUNTRY WHICH HAS NO 
CONNECTION TO THE HORROR OF 
SEPTEMBER 11. WHAT KIND OF WORLD 
WILL THIS BECOME IF THE U.S. GOVERN¬ 
MENT HAS A BLANK CHECK TO DROP 
COMMANDOS, ASSASSINS, AND BOMBS 
WHEREVER IT WANTS? 

IN OUR NAME, within the U.S., the government 
has created two classes of people: those to whom 
the basic rights of the U.S. legal system are at 
least promised, and those who now seem to have 
no rights at all. The government rounded up over 
1,000 immigrants and detained them in secret 
and indefinitely. Hundreds have been deported 
and hundreds of others still languish today in 
prison. This smacks of the infamous concentra¬ 


tion camps for Japanese-Americans in World 
War II. For the first time in decades, immigration 
procedures single out certain nationalities for 
unequal treatment. 

IN OUR NAME, the government has brought down 
a pall of repression over society. The President's 
spokesperson warns people to "watch what they 
say." Dissident artists, intellectuals, and professors 
find their views distorted, attacked, and sup¬ 
pressed. The so-called Patriot Act-along with a 
host of similar measures on the state level-gives 
police sweeping new powers of search and seizure, 
supervised if at all by secret proceedings before 
secret courts. 

IN OU R NAME, the executive has steadily 
usurped the roles and functions of the other 
branches of government. Military tribunals with 
lax rules of evidence and no right to appeal to the 
regular courts are put in place by executive order. 
Groups are declared "terrorist" at the stroke of a 
presidential pen. 

WE MUST TAKE THE HIGHEST OFFICERS 
OFTHE LAND SERIOUSLY WHEN THEYTALK 
OF A WAR THAT WILL LAST A GENERATION 
AND WHEN THEYSPEAK OF A NEW DOMES¬ 
TIC ORDER. We are confronting a new openly 
imperial policy towards the world and a domestic 
policy that manufactures and manipulates fear to 
curtail rights. 

THERE IS A DEADLY TRAJECTORY to the 

events of the past months that must be seen for 
what it is and resisted. Too many times in history 
people have waited until it was too late to resist. 


PRESIDENT BUSH HAS DECLARED: "you're 
either with us or against us." Here is our answer: 
We refuse to allow you to speak for all the 
American people. We will not give up our right to 
question. We will not hand over our consciences 
in return for a hollow promise of safety. We say 
NOT IN OU R NAM E. We refuse to be party to 
these wars and we repudiate any inference that 
they are being waged in our name or for our wel¬ 
fare. We extend a hand to those around the world 
suffering from these policies; we will show our 
solidarity in word and deed. 

WE WHO SIGN this statement call on all 
Americans to join together to rise to this challenge. 
We applaud and support the questioning and 
protest now going on, even as we recognize the 
need for much, much more to actually stop this jug¬ 
gernaut. We draw inspiration from the Israeli 
reservists who, at great personal risk, declare 
"there IS a limit" and refuse to serve in the occu¬ 
pation of the West Bank and Gaza. 

WE ALSO DRAW ON the many examples of resist¬ 
ance and conscience from the past of the U nited 
States: from those who fought slavery with rebel¬ 
lions and the underground railroad, to those who 
defied the Vietnam war by refusing orders, resisting 
the draft, and standing in solidarity with resisters. 

LET US NOT ALLOW THE WATCHING 
WORLD TODAY TO DESPAIR OF OUR SILENCE 
AND OUR FAILURE TO ACT. INSTEAD, LET THE 
WORLD HEAR OUR PLEDGE: WE WILL RESIST 
THE MACHINERY OF WAR AND REPRESSION 
AND RALLY OTHERS TO DO EVERYTHING 
POSSIBLE TO STOP IT. 


FOR A LIST OF THE 65,000+ SIGNERS OFTHIS STATEMENT, VISIT WWW.NION.US. YOU CAN ALSO SIGN THE STATEMENT ON THE WEBSITE OR BY WRITING TO THE ADDRESS BELOW. HELP PRINT THE NOT IN 
OUR NAME STATEMENT OF CONSCIENCE IN PUBLICATIONS ACROSS TH E COU NTRY AND INTE RNATIONALLY. MAKE YOU R TAX-DEDUCTIBLE CONTRIBUTION PAYAB LE TO TH E BILL OF RIGHTS FOUNDATION AND MAIL 
TO NOT IN OUR NAME, 158 CHURCH ST., PMB 9, NEW YORK NY 10007. WE SUGGEST A $200 CONTRIBUTION, BUT ALL CONTRIBUTIONS WELCOME. YOUR CONTACT INFORMATION WILL BE KEPT CONFIDENTIAL. 
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on the floor, his legs in the air. But thrilling to see THE BLACK KEYS 
the thing about Ralph is he wasn’t emblazoned on the grand marquee, 
showing off, he’s just being himself.” In a burgundy and green dressing 
We find Ralph’s cozy home built in room I sit on a bench covered in a 
that peculiar San Franciscan fashion satin sheet and watch the fellas 
wedged straight ahead on a steeply draw up a set list with the applied 
sloped street and he’s there on the diligence of two scouts building a 
stoop with his Ricker’s Weepers pinewood derby car. “We oughtta 
sideburns and mad professor play ‘Set You Free’ second, the full 
spectacles, welcoming us warmly force liberation is right for Sleater- 
inside. We tromp out the back door Kinney’s crowd,” DA says, 
through the sun-dappled rock garden The building manager walks by 
and into the Ralph’s subspace music and I ask him if it’s okay to leave our 
cave, where Ralph tootles on a personal items in the dressing room, 
clarinet fashioned with a slide made He looks at me: “Cheap Trick was 
from PVC pipe and lows mournfully here last week. They left three million 
on a Turkish G-flat manzello. Coffee, dollars’ worth of guitars in this room 
coffee, we need coffee, and Ralph and nothing went missing.” Which 
leads us down to the cafe on the reminds me of something DA said the 
corner singing the Patty Duke theme first time I met him: “I got 40 guitars 
song: “Patty she likes rock’n’roll, a but they don’t amass a thousand 
hot dog makes her lose control!” dollars’ value between them.” 

At the cafe, all the fruit smoothies In this gorgeous old hall the Black 
cost $3.95 except for the one called Keys take the stage to the strains 
Tootsie’s Pleasure which costs $4.00. of Johnny Jenkins’ swampboot 
“For the times when you need that kickin’ “Leavin’ Trunk” and rip into 

Sleater-Kinney are talking about 
their best inner-band fights ever. 

Carrie looks at Corin. 

“What about the time you gave me and 
Janet the silent treatment for the entire 
11-hour drive through the Chunnel'?” 

extra nickel of smoothness,” Ralph “Thickfreakness” and a thousand fans 
says. do the duck and cover like it was 

We stand on the corner in the an air raid, and then “Set You Free” 
sun with our smoothies, coffees and clears the air and makes my eyes 
falafels. I ask about the saxophone mist up like some kinda proud pappy 
squall Ralph blew on Galaxie 500’s when he hears his boy’s pinewood 
“Blue Thunder.” “Out of all the things car won the derby. Dig the Keys’ 
I ever did,” he says, “that was one of rollicking roll, PC’s long loping arms 
them.” windmilling and DA about splitting 

“Jonathan Richman might come his pants as he leaps through the hole 
to the show tonight,” Ralph says, in the air his buzzbuster power chord 
“If he does, he’ll bring ear plugs, has just made. Uncle Ralph comes 
because rock shows are too loud for out with his a saxophone the size of 
him. He has sensitive hearing and a gorilla and they rip up the Sonics’ 
a touch of tinnitus. Which I guess “Have Love Will Travel” and sound 
once you’ve got, you have for the rains like confetti on the kids, 
remainder of your life. Tinnitus the 

first night of the rest of his hearing.” Confessionally speaking, I wasn’t 
Jonathan Richman does not come to a Sleater-Kinney fan before this 
tonight’s show. tour but seeing 'em live they knock 

Ralph has to take care of some my disbelieving dangle in the dirt, 
domestic chores, so we bid him adieu I mean night in night out they’re 
until the show and he passes me a putting on some of the hardest keep- 
copy of his new CD This Is! Ralph on-burning rock shows I’ve ever seen. 
Carney which makes me happy. As It’s a hell of a thing to feel the unified 
we drive away, PC talks about Tin energy surging through the room. 
Huey, a seminal Akron New Wave Carrie Brownstein’s hair is lustrous 
band Ralph was in. “In 1979 they brown, she wears boot cut jeans and 
got to make an album for Warner a silky black blouse that closes like a 
Brothers. It was called Contents kerchief at her throat and pivots on 
Dislodged During Shipment. One day her feet like superballs and sings in a 
while they were recording it, Captain yip-yip code that everybody listening 
Beefheart came by the studio and knows. Corin Tucker has on a pretty 
saw that Tin Huey had a song called dress and stockings and her hair is 
‘Puppet Wipes.’Apparently Beefheart like fall foliage at its auburn peak, 
was disturbed by this title and her eyes are a blue million bottles, 
pleaded with Ralph to change the and she plays her guitar hard and 

title to ‘Puppet Lights.’ the kids shake their tails for peace 

“The problem is when you have no and love and Janet, well, the rush of 
puppet wipes, and you go a long time rock stops for a sec and Janet takes 
without wiping your puppet, then the mic and says: “A three legged dog 
it looks bad when it gets under the walks into a bar and says, I’m lookin’ 

puppet lights.” for the man who shot mah paw!” and 

We cruise the Haight until we find then they storm back into another 
Ricardo’s Rooky Records and Dance one, shit I didn’t know they had songs 
Lessons. Out front a table is set up like this, the music darts this way, 
and four men are playing dominos, reels back, lays low, rises up, and then 
A woman walks by and says hello all three of ‘em are singing chanting 
to one of them. One of the other men it’s a unison mantra: “Don’t pull me 
looks up from his tiles. “You didn’t down, I’m not falling!” and I turn to 
forget me, did you?” he calls after her. Pat Kearney (Sleater-Kinney merch 
“I didn’t remember you neither,” she guy) and get out my money and 
says without breaking stride. waving my hand at Sleater-Kinney’s 

Otis Redding is wailing “Dreams” six full-length CDs on the table say, 
as we walk into Ricardo’s. “I quit,” “Gimme whichever one this song is 
says DA as soon as he hears Otis’s on!” and Pat just gives me his sloe gin 
voice. The shop is tops: wall to wall grin and says, “It’s a new song. I think 
45s for two bucks a pop, three for $5. it’s only the second time they’ve ever 
Back at the hotel it’s time for naps played it.” 
and dips in the pool. As the balmy After the show it’s late, the 
evening descends we roll up to the traveling bands are sitting in the 
great Great American Music Hall, corridor outside the dressing rooms 
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downstairs, everyone’s there except 
for Janet, and DA is fretting that his 
amp is busted, because although he’d 
bought a new flight case for it, it got 
banged around on the plane flight 
out and something’s wrong with it 
and he and Nick (Sleater-Kinney 
sound guy) and Mark (S-K trail boss) 
are discussing the problem and DA 
says, “I fiddled with the tubes and 
nothing happened” and Nick says, 
‘It had almost no frequency response” 
and Mark says, “It stopped being 
microphonic and got really mid- 
rangey” and then Janet walks down 
the stairs and everyone turns. 

“Patrick, is your ass sweaty right 
now?” Janet says. 

“Really sweaty,” PC says. 

“Mine too.” 

“It really sucks.” 

Tuesday, February 4, 2003 

Last night, as the men dithered in 
technical amp babble, Janet took 
control of the situation, grabbed a 
phone book and looked up a repair 
shop. So it is that today we pull 


fish with smoochy yellow lips paddles 
around obliviously. From under the 
coral shoots a black and gold fish like 
a feather boa so long that it keeps 
unraveling and unraveling but its 
tail end never emerges from beneath 
the rock. We watch the fish for half 
an hour and walk out into warm 
San Frantastic sunshine, our spirits 
immeasurably uplifted. 

That evening we pile into the van 
and head up for night two at the 
Great American Music Hall. With 
Quincy Jones’ “Blues For Mr. Tibbs” 
on the stereo, everything is cool, 
except... every where we look we see 
chefs, dressed in white chef outfits, 
floppy chefs’ hats and all, fidgeting on 
streetcorners and dashing manically 
empty-handed down the street. This 
goes on for a half-dozen blocks, more 
and more chefs until DA cries, “Why 
are there so many chefs in the street!” 

“They’re trying to get tickets for the 
gig,” PC says, “because tonight it’s 
really going to be cooking.” 

And cook like heck it does. The 


“Port wine stains are the new 
tattoos , ^ I say. PC nods in 
agreement. “We need to add port 
wine to our rider, ” he says. 


up to a shop with the marvelous 
name Guitronics on 9th Street. DA 
unloads his amp and wheels it into 
the shop. The place is wall-to-wall 
floor-to-ceiling tubes, wires, screws, 
equipment in various stages of dis¬ 
and re-assembly. The guy manning 
the shop has long stringy gray hair, 
a ringer for Jimmie Dale Gilmore in 
The Big Lebowski. He looks us up and 
down. “Any of you vote for Bush?” 

“No.” 

“No.” 

“Nope.” 

Jimmie Dale’s criteria for taking 
the job thus met, PC and I leave DA 
behind to supervise, and as we’re 
walking to the van we see a flyer 
stapled to a phone pole: “Dermacolor 
Parademical Camouflage Class—A 
comprehensive workshop with step- 
by-step instruction on corrective 
methods of covering scars, port wine 
stains, tattoos, birthmarks, etc.” 

“Port wine stains are the new 
tattoos,” I say. PC nods in agreement, 
lighting a Camel light. 

“We need to add port wine to our 
rider,” he says. 

We get in the van. “A couple years 
ago I was going to get a tattoo—a 
photo realistic depiction of me 
fighting a robot,” PC says, “where 
like, the robot’s stepping on my foot 
but I’ve got him by the throat. I 
changed my mind the night before I 
was going to get it.” 

With time to spend however we 
like, we drive to 826 Valencia, the 
Bay Area’s Only Independent Pirate 
Supply Store. It’s no joke. Although 
stocked with quality maps, hooks, 
lanyard ropes and finely crafted 
peglegs, the place is not doing 
booming business even in this port 
city. There’s a back room that’s a 
resource center for kids that want 
help with reading or writing or 
studying for tests. All in all, 826 
Valencia is doing much to revitalize 
public perception of pirates. PC and 
I are drawn to a red velvet curtain 
hanging in a corner of the store. We 
duck beneath it and find ourselves 
in a small dark alcove with five old 
theatre seats set up before a lit-from- 
within tank filled with tropical fish. 
The undisputed king of the aquarium 
is a porcupine pufferfish named Karl, 
swimming righteously through the 
brilliant water, much to the chagrin 
of a scowling tiger-striped angelfish 
hiding in the corners. A royal blue flat 


Keys stomp into “The Breaks” as DA 
in his old world wooly voice sings so 
soulfully the opening lines “Back in 
the day/ we were eye to eye...” and 
everyone’s into it and somewhere 
in the middle of “Do The Rump” 
he throws in the riff from Otis 
Redding & Carla Thomas’s “Tramp” 
and PC plays that beat funky as 
brontosaurus teeth and people are 
clapping and dancing. 

Sleater-Kinney are great. Instead 
of “Fortunate Son” they cover the 
Clash’s “Tommy Gun” (“I see all the 
innocents, the human sacrifice, and 
if death comes cheap then the same 
goes for life...”) and it’s righteous 
and then they dive into a long 
instrumental jam, some of the best 
spontaneously combustible razor’s 
edge out-of-our-heads in-control 
fancy-free telepathic playing I’ve 
ever seen or heard, and they steer 
it together for ten minutes and 
ending go right into “Dig Me Out” 
and everyone goes nuts. Triple 
exclamation point hot rock for real. 

Janet’s mid-set joke tonight: “A 
man walks into a psychiatrist’s office 
wearing nothing but a pair of shorts 
made of saran wrap. The psychiatrists 
says, T can clearly see yer nuts!”’ 

After the show, the traveling teams 
reconnoiter in the hallway and 
Sleater-Kinney are talking about 
their best inner-band fights ever. 

Carrie looks at Corin. “What about 
the time we were going from London 
to Paris and you gave me and Janet 
the silent treatment for the entire 11- 
hour drive through the Chunnel?” 

PC leans over to me and whispers, 
“New band name: The Chunnels.” 

DA appears from upstairs. “Hey 
Janet, I like your jacket,” he says. 
Janet’s wearing a black Nehru jacket 
with red piping. “I’m getting a strong 
Sgt. Pepper vibe.” 

Janet takes this in stride. 

PC, a cigarette dangling from 
his lip, says, “I’m getting a strong 
Murphy Brown vibe.” 

Janet lets that slide. 

Wednesday February 5, 2003 

After soundcheck everyone meets in 
the parking lot and we all kick the 
soccer ball around in that magic hour 
as the sky turns red in the gloaming 
and though DA is obviously a super 
soccer stud, Carrie Brownstein has 
some slick moves too. Corin and PC 
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In Los Angeles, DA ponders; at the show, clockwise from upper right, 
PC, Mike Watt, Janet Weiss, DA, Raymond Pettibon; DA and Corin. 


kick with their toes straight on like 
dorks. Finally PC picks up the ball to 
give it a big punt but it conies off the 
side of his foot and sails way up onto 
the roof of the theater. 

I find Stan, the theater maintenance 
man. “Hey Stan, we kicked our ball 
on the roof, any chance of getting it 
down.” 

“Not without a long ladder.” 

So we all go inside, it was time to 
quit anyway. There’s still a bit more 
setting up to do, a banged-up folding 
metal chair is cleared away from the 
standing area down by the stage. 
Pat Kearny and I have to set up 
the merch tables in the lobby which 
sucks cos we won’t be able to watch 
the show, but it works out pretty 
good for Pat Kearny because there’s 
a great concession stand in the lobby 
operated by a dowdy lady with a 
moustache (See page 4 — Editor ), 
puffy eyes and her gray bun in a hair 
net who makes the most delicious 
hot chocolate ever for a dollar and 
if my tally is correct, Pat drinks five 
chocolates over the course of the 
night. At one point before the show 
Corin comes over to help sell merch 
and she’s bouncing her cute baby boy 
in her arms. 

PC walks over and says, “Sleater 
kiddy!” 

“SLUTTY KIDDY!” Corin replies. 

I look behind me where there’s a 
poster on the wall from the night 
before: 

SACRAMENTO’S OWN 

SUPREME PRO WRESTLING! 

The First Time Ever In NorCal! 

Japanese Death Match - Brother 
vs. Brother 

As The Big Ugly takes on Bulldog 
Raymond!! 

Whichever brother got tagged with 
that banged-up folding chair is still 
hurting. 

Late in Sleater-Kinney’s set, DA 
comes and takes over at the merch 
table. I run around until I find PC 
smoking cigarettes and talking on 
his cel phone in this weird junk 
garden behind the theater. 

“Hey man, let’s smoke some dope!” 

“You know I don’t do that, Peter.” 

“Peerpressurepeerpressurepeerpre 
ssure...” I spark a little roller, what 
my Chi-town buddy Lil’ Jimmy 
calls a “brain needle” and PC tokes 
obligingly. Then we crawl out onto 
the stage and hide behind Corin’s 
amp just as Sleater-Kinney starts 
their instrumental freakout and 
we’re crouching right next to Janet’s 
drums and whew. 

After the show we’re in Sleater- 
Kinney’s dressing room raiding their 
deli tray. 

“Your drumming really blew my 
mind tonight, Janet,” PC says. 

Janet looks skeptical. “Were you 
stoned?” 


Sleater-Kinney dive into a long 
instrumental jam, some of the best 
spontaneously combustible razor’s 
edge out-of-our-heads in-control 
fancy-free telepathic playing 
I’ve ever seen or heard. 


PC stammers. Janet looks at me. 
I’m grinning. Janet points at me. 
“You can handle your pot.” She points 
at PC. “You can’t.” 

“Listen, Janet,” PC begins, digging 
his own hole, “your drumrolls were 
incredible. It was like...like when 
you’re watching the propeller of an 
airplane and it starts going faster 
and faster”—PC starts air drumming 
super speedy drum rolls—“and then 
it goes so fast it looks like it’s going 
slow motion in reverse, you know?” 
PC mimes accordingly. Janet rolls 
her eyes, but she’s laughing. 

“So,” Janet says, “what’re we doing 
now?” 

Corin has left to do family stuff 
and Carrie has disappeared to do 
secret underground girl business. 

DA comes over. “What’s going on?” 

“Follow me. We’re going to a bar.” 

PC and I arrive after the others. 
Everyone is in the back of the bar, 
playing pool. I watch Janet pocket 
three nice shots in a row. 

DA walks over to fill us in on what 
we missed. “So we walk into the bar. 
Janet does a shot of Jagermeister, 
walks over, picks up a pool cue and 
runs some fools right off the table. 
Amazing.” 

PC and I get pints of Corona and 
squidge in lots of lemon. We drink 
them down quickly. We get another 
round, and pound 'em down. PC 
morphs into his alter ego Buzz 
Lightbeer. His lower lip begins 
flapping excitedly. 

“The whole thing about rotweilers 
is how big their head is,” he says, 
“because that determines how big 
their jaw is.” 

Beyond the pool tables the bar 
has a back room, separated by a 
door and soundproof glass. Inside 
a group of eight or ten middle-aged 
men and women are playing cards. I 
walk inside. 

“Must be real boring out there,” a 
man snorts. 

I try to make like a wallflower but 
my presence is not wanted. Very 
surreptitiously, I take out my Bell & 
Howell and make a photograph. The 


clicking of the shutter never sounded 
so loud. 

“What did you just do?” a woman 
snaps. 

“I took a photograph.” Lamely, I 
show them the camera. 

“Why?” 

“He’s looking at my cards!” yells the 
snorting man. 

“No offense intended,” I say, and get 
out of there quick. 

Thursday February 6, 2003 

“He’s getting into open G, you hear 
that Pete?” DA is riding shotgun for 
a change. We’re making good time 
on our way from San Francisco to 
L.A., listening to a beautiful raw 
live recording of R. L. Burnside from 
1973. 

“Hey that reminds me. Last night I 
was watching you tune up between 
songs and you did it in like two 
seconds flat and just blew right into 
‘Busted,’ it was amazing!” 

“The first time I ever played in front 
of a crowd was on a Tuesday night at 
the Northside Lounge in Akron. This 
is about three years ago. I had been 
taking guitar lessons from this guy 
and he was playing there. He knew 
I knew a bunch of old songs so he 
invited me to come up and play. I got 
on stage and my ears shut off, I was 
sweating like crazy, I was completely 
terrified. It took me ten minutes to 
tune up.” He laughs. 

“Did you ever see Junior Kimbrough 
play?” 

“I drove down to Mississippi three 
times to see him but he was sick 
each time. But I went to Junior’s 
Juke Joint in Holly Springs and 
drank some corn liquor and saw his 
son play. I remember a poster on the 
wall, a crude Pinocchio drawing that 
said ‘Keep You Nose Out Of Other 
People’s Business.’ I’m glad I got to 
go before it burned down.” 

“How old were you when you 
went?” 

“18.” 

We stop for coffee in a grubby truck 
stop. The coffee is terrible. 

“This coffee tastes like a musty 
basement,” PC says. “My back hurts.” 


“You need to take posture lessons 
from Max Weinberg,” DA tells him. 

“How is it possible for coffee to be 
this bad?” I ask. 

“People from generations before us 
drank bad coffee,” PC says. “That’s 
why there’s bad coffee now, even 
though it’s easy to make good coffee. 
If we took today’s coffee back 50 
years, those people we leap ahead 75 
years, especially if you brought them 
some of today’s pot.” 

Friday February 7, 2003 

It’s night number one at the Henry 
Fonda Theater on Hollywood 
Boulevard. The doors haven’t opened 
yet. The Black Keys are onstage 
soundchecking “Set You Free.” 

“It sounds pretty cranked,” the 
Theater sound guy says. 

“It’s always pretty cranked,” DA 
replies. 

“You guy remind me of Blue Cheer,” 
says the sound guy. 

“Good,” says DA. 

Before the show, we’re drinking 
Pabst in the Black Keys’ dressing 
room. Through the wall we can 
hear Sleater-Kinney doing their 
vocal warm-ups. They’re singing 
Temple Of The Dog’s big hit in 
three part harmony: “I don’t miiiind 
stealing bread, from the mouths 
of decadence...” This is perhaps in 
preparation for their upcoming arena 
tour opening for Pearl Jam (fact!). 

Because the merch table is out 
in the lobby, I miss most of the 
show. But it works out pretty well 
because I’ve invited lots of friends 
tonight, most of whom I haven’t seen 
in years, and they keep bringing me 
beers and chatting. Then there’s the 
burly lumberjack with spider angina 
splayed across his nose who’s the 
first one in line for a Black Keys CD 
once the doors open. 

“I saw these guys play at the Ale 
House in Upland last year,” he 
screams. “They’re awwwwesome!” 
DA has told me repeatedly that the 
Upland show was the worst Black 
Keys show ever. The lesson being 
that awesome is in the ear of the 
beholder. 

Saturday February 8, 2003 

For three dollars you can buy a 
packet of four full-color Sleater- 
Kinney pins. One Carrie, one 
Corin, one Janet, and one with the 
band name and koala logo. On the 
individual pins, each lady is cradling 
an actual koala. The photos were 
taken at a nature park in Brisbane, 
Australian. At one point I ask Janet 
what the koala was like while she 
was holding it. “Mellow, gentle, and 
slow,” she says, turning her head 
in an evocation of koala-like calm. 
The pins are big sellers. Sometimes 
someone will come up to the merch 
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table and say “Can I buy just a 
Carrie pin?” “No, they come in a 
pack,” Pat Kearney will explain. “But 
if you wanted to buy 50 of the Carrie 
pin, maybe we could work something 
out.” This inevitably sends the fan’s 
mind a-reeling. 

Night two at the Fonda Theater and 
the fire marshal is on the march, 
concerned that the merch table 
might impede crowd flow should 
the need to flee arise. So we move 
the merch table into the main 
room which is actually much better 
because we’ll get to watch the show. 
The Black Keys are due to go on in a 
couple minutes. PC, wearing a white 
t-shirt with AKRON in green across 
the front, runs over looking out of 
breath. “I spent all afternoon doing 
paralegal work for Robert Shapiro,” 
he says. “The Spector case.” 

“I thought you were at an outdoor 


you to do something about your hair,” 
Jim says, smiling and putting his 
arm around his son. 

I lock up the van and head back 
inside but it seems everyone has 
disappeared. I spot Pat Kearney 
trotting up the stairs. He motions 
for me to follow and soon we’re up 
on the roof at a patio bar. There’s a 
balmy breeze blowing and the hip 
set are sipping beer from bottles and 
chatting. A wave of disaffection runs 
through me. 

A hand on my shoulder. It’s PC. 
‘Hey Peter! You doing okay?” The 
young drummer, often a goofball, is 
always a gentleman. 

“Yeah I’m alright.” 

“Hey, I found out that Wesley 
Snipes is in a White Stripes cover 
band called the Wesley Stripes!” PC 
says and soon we’re goofing on the 
roof like a couple canned hams. 



“Your drumming really blew my 
mind tonight , Janet, ” PC says. 

Janet looks skeptical 
“Wereyou stoned?” 


barbecue.” 

He puts his hand on my shoulder. 
‘Drinking beer during the day is like 
running a 5K,” he says, gives me a 
hug and dashes toward the stage. 

The house is full but the crowd’s 
energy is at half mast—that’s 
Hollywood ennui for ya. But on stage 
the fellas saddle up side by side, 
flip the safety switch off, PC’s tom¬ 
toms rumble thunder and lightning 
cracks as DA’s thumb and pointer 
finger leap across the electrified 
wires of his Telecaster (“A tank built 
from two slabs of wood” he calls it) 
as they sock into new song “No Trust” 
and DA’s soul-o moaning “She want 
to get out of the car, in the middle of 
the road, her screamin’ and hollerin’, 
it’s getting mighty old...” 

During S-K’s set, Janet starts to tell 
her joke: “So the Pope is in LA, and 
he’s driving down La Cienega in his 
Popemobile when it breaks down...” 
I’m so transfixed by the sight of 
two guys standing at the back, one 
of whom is translating the joke into 
sign language in real time for the 
other, that I miss the punch line. 

Sleater-Kinney spike into “Little 
Babies” a song with a classic doo¬ 
wop singalong chorus and the 
legions chant “dum dum dee dee 
dee dum dum dee dum yeah!” and 
Corin rhymes “potato” and “table” 
and Carrie put her foot up on the 
monitor nodding her head firing off 
short sharp guitar shards, she’s a 
casual empress of true school cool. 


We spot Janet and DA standing on 
the perimeter of the crowd looking 
out on the LA skyline. We walk over. 
Janet is pointing to a tall building 
just a few blocks south. 

“That was the Motown building 
when Motown moved from Detroit 
to L. A. My dad was a lawyer for 
Motown and he was friends with 
Marvin Gaye’s manager and once 
when I was little I got to ride in the 
back of Marvin Gaye’s Cadillac.” 

“Wow, what was Marvin Gaye’s 
Cadillac like?” asks DA. 

“Like butter.” 

We catch our flight in the morning 
at LAX and touch down in freezing 
Cleveland as night falls. The Black 
Keys and I say our goodbyes, and 
as Porky Pig once stuttered, that’s 
all folks. The fellas will have a few 
days rest at home before they head 
back out to do another week with 
Sleater-Kinney on the East Coast 
and up into Canada. My presence is 
not necessary for that leg of the tour; 
PC will be driving his own van. And 
yet when Lil’ Jimmy from Chi-town 
calls me the next day and says he’s 
driving to New York City to see his 
girlfriend for Valentine’s Day and 
if I’m interested in hitching a ride 
to the Apple, well, he’ll be happy to 
cruise through Cleveland and pick 
me up.... I check the itinerary. The 
tour will pulling into New York to 
rock the Roseland on Saturday. 

Saturday February 15, 2003 
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After the show, we’re down in the 
dressing room. PC’s dad Jim, white 
as a sheet with walking pneumonia, 
is out from Akron to see the big 
Hollywood show. PC is telling his dad 
about how that morning some record 
label people took the Black Keys to 
a Haitian restaurant in Pasadena 
where they were served goat. 

“I don’t want to eat anything that 
eats tin cans,” PC says. “Not for 
breakfast anyway.” 

Jim is looking at a glossy postcard 
of the cover artwork of the new 
Black Keys album thickfreakness. It 
depicts a slick hand dipping fingers 
into a tin of hair grease. Where the 
logo of a brand name hair grease 
used to be, the word thickfreakeness 
has been tipped in. 

“You might get sued for this,” Jim 
says. 

“We’re not going to get sued, we’re 
going to get sponsored!” 

“Once you get sponsored, I want 


AXIS OF WEASEL. That’s the front 
page headline of the day’s New York 
Post above a photo of the United 
Nations assembly with Kofi Annan 
flanked by the UN representatives 
from France and Germany. The 
heads of the French and German 
men have been replaced with the 
faces of slimy weasels. In Photoshop, 
under God. 

This is the day of the rally against 
an unjust war on Iraq, here in 
New York City and in London, 
Paris, Berlin and across the world. 
We start walking from the East 
Village uptown towards the UN 
but when we get closer to midtown, 
the pedestrian traffic flow is being 
channeled by barricades and police 
in riot gear. Up ahead, there are 
more mounted policemen in the 
street, whipping around in circles on 
their horses in a very intimidating 
attempt to discourage people from 
rushing into the street. A middle 
aged man steps towards the line of 





police and announces “There will be 
no coffee, there will be no donuts! 
More money for schools, no money 
for donuts!” 

Three girls in their late teens 
squeeze past me carrying bongo 
drums. One of them holds a sign that 
says BONGOS OVER BAGHDAD. 

Six months ago the Black Keys 
were playing in front of 20 people 
at Cleveland's Beachland Tavern. 
Tonight they’re in front of 3,000. And 
they rock the show. Their sound fills 
the hall and heats up its walls and 
people clap and whoop. Backstage in 
the dressing room I give the guys hugs 
and major congratulations. “That felt 
pretty good!” DA says. PC stands next 
to him nodding. Everyone relaxes. 
Matthew Johnson from Fat Possum, 
the Black Key’s record label, holds 
court with a rambling mumbling 
monologue about why Lynyrd Skynyrd 
were the greatest. “And blahblahblah,” 
Matthew says when he realizes he 
sounds like a kook. 

I go back downstairs. Sleater- 
Kinney are on and they’re on. Did 
you think they wouldn’t be? This 
might be the biggest show they’ve 
ever headlined. Girls around me 
are singing their hearts out, singing 
along to every song. The sense of 
unity that was so tenuous at the 
rally is here in this hall tonight. 
'C’mon shake your tail for peace and 
love!” Corin sings, and it’s not some 
soft-pedaled invitation, it’s a raucous 
and joyous exhortation and there’s a 
sense of communion and community 
in it, and we are free to dance or 
sing along without fear of getting a 
macho jock’s elbow in the schnozz or 


a cop’s blackjack in the face. 

Pat Kearny is there bopping and 
singing along. There’s a young 
woman in a wheelchair and a young 
man standing next to her. We’re 
maybe thirty feet from the corner of 
the stage in front of Corin. 

“How many of you went to the rally 
today?” Corin asks. “Now I want 
you all to be aware when you go 
home tonight, if you’re going to be 
spending the night with someone. 
Because when there was the WTO 
protest in Seattle, well, I know there 
were a lot of babies born nine months 
to the day afterward!” 

She stops and looks at her 
bandmates. Carrie and Janet are 
staring at her. Corin laughs. “They 
always get nervous when I say 
something! Here’s a song that means 
a lot right now.” Janet counts it off 
and Carrie twangs the lick and 
Corin’s voice soars in... 

“Some folks are born, made to 
wave the flag 

ooh they’re red white and blue... 
And when the band plays 'Hail To 
The Chief’ 

they point the cannon at you!” 

The chorus comes and the band 
and the crowd sing it together 3000 
strong: 

“But it ain’t me, it ain’t me, I 
ain’t no senator’s son... 

It ain’t me, it ain’t me, I ain’t no 
fortunate one!” 

And the young man in front of me 
takes the young lady by the hand, 
lifts her up out of her wheelchair, 
and they dance. © 
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Celebrated comics author ALAN MOORE gives Arthur a historical-theoretical-autobio 
graphical earful about the connection between the Arts and the Occult. 


“Gen’rals gathered in their masses/Just like witches at 
black masses/Evil minds that plot destruction/Sorcerer 
of death’s construction/in the fields the bodies burning/ 
As the war machine keeps turning/Death and hatred 
to mankind/Poisoning their brainwashed minds” 

—Black Sabbath, “War Pigs” (1970) 

>\s author Daniel Pinchbeck pointed out in 
Arthur’s debut issue last fall, magic is afoot. 
T I It doesn’t matter whether you think of magic 
a potent metaphor, as a notion of reality to be taken 
literally, or a willed self-delusion by goggly losers and 
New Age housewives. It doesn’t matter. Magic is here, 
right now, as a cultural force, as a part of our daily 
rhetoric, and perhaps, if you’re so inclined, as something 
truly perceivable, in the same way that love and 
suffering are real yet unquantifiable—experienced by all 
yet unaccounted for by the dogma of strict materialism 
that most of us First Worlders say we “believe“ in. Magic 
is here, from Harry Potter to Buffy and Sabrina to Lord 
of the Rings and Star Wars to, of course, Black Sabbath 
and the demonic war pigs inhabiting (once again) the 
Pentagon and the White House. 

It’s the season of the witch. And arguably the highest- 
profile, openly practicing witch —or magus, or magician, 
or shaman—in the Western world is English comics 
author Alan Moore. You may remember Moore for 
the mid-’80s comic book Watchmen, a supremely grim, 
exquisitely constructed murder mystery he crafted 
with artist Dave Gibbons that examined, amongst 
other things, superheroes, Nixon-Reagan America, the 
“ends justify the means” argument and the nature of 
time-space. The 12-issue series was a commercial and 
critical success, won numerous awards, re-introduced 
the smiley face into the visual lexicon (the clock arrow- 
shaped blood spatter on its face studiously washed 
off by the late-’80s / early ‘90s rave scene), and made 
the tall, Rasputin-haired Moore a semi-pop star for 
a couple of years. He was lovingly profiled in Rolling 
Stone , asked onto British TV talkshows, mobbed at 
comics conventions and, finally, given an infamous 
mention in a Pop Will Eat Itself song. 


(by JPtY bibcock) 
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Recoiling in horror from the celebrity status 
being foisted on him, Moore withdrew from public 
appearances. He also abandoned the mainstream 
comics scene for a time, pursuing creative projects that 
had little to do with fantasy-horror and adults with 
capes—the very genres he had so ably deconstructed. 
Some of these projects, like the ambitious Big Numbers, 
fell apart; others were long-aborning sleeper successes 
that took years to produce, like From Hell (Moore and 
artist Eddie Campbell’s epic Ripperology), Voice of the 
Fire (Moore’s stunning first novel) and The League 
of Extraordinary Gentlemen (a clever Victorian pulp 
hero romp in comics form, brilliantly drawn by Kevin 
O’Neill); and still others were good-faith genre comics 
efforts to pay the rent and restore certain storytelling 
standards to a genre (superhero comics) in decline. 

In recent years, Moore’s public profile has been 
rising again, partly due to the embrace of Hollywood. 
This summer will see the release of the second high- 
profile film based on an Alan Moore comic series in 
three years: a $100-million film version of League of 
Extraordinary Gentlemen, starring Sean Connery. But 
like the Hughes Brothers’ 2001 radically simplified, 
arthouse/Hammer adaptation of From Hell starring 
Johnny Depp and Heather Graham, League will only 
have some distant similarity to the comics work that 
inspired it. That’s down as much to typical Hollywood 
machinations as much as the sheer unadaptability of 
Moore’s comics—these are works meant to function as 
comics. (Even Terry Gilliam couldn’t see a way to make 
a film out of Watchmen .) Moore’s comics are as tied to 
the peculiar, wonderful attributes of the comics form 
as possible. 

Comics is itself where the magic comes in. The comics 
medium is one of the few mainstream entertainment 
industries open to folks who are openly into what 
is considered to be very weird, spooky and possibly 
dangerous stuff. Alejandro Jodorowsky, best known for 
the heavily occultist films El Topo and Holy Mountain, 
has been happily doing comics in France for decades. 
The English-speaking comics industry, meanwhile, 
has always been open to these sorts of people; indeed, 


Steve Moore (no relation) and Grant Morrison had 
been doing magic long before Alan Moore’s late- 
1993 foray into magical practice. Comics, it seems, 
attracts—or breeds —magicians, and magical thinking. 
Perhaps it’s cuz the form—representational lines on a 
surface—is directly tied to the first permanent visual 
art: the paintings on rockks and cave walls in what 
were probably shamanistic, or ritualistic settings. 
Magical settings. Understood this way, comics writers 
and artists’ interest in magic/shamanism seems 
almost logical. 

For Alan Moore, this stuff isn’t just the stuff of theory 
or history or detached anthropological interest. It’s 
his reality. It informs his daily life. And it informs his 
artistic output, which in recent years, has included a 
prodigious outpouring of comics (his ongoing Promethea 
series, ingeniously drawn by J.H. Williams III, is by far 
the best), prose essays, “beat seance” spoken-word 
recordings and collaborative magical performances- 
one of which, a stunning multimedia tribute to William 
Blake, I was lucky enough to witness in London at the 
Queen Elizabeth Hall in February 2000.1 did not get to 
meet Alan Moore at that performance, but I was able to 
interview him by telephone later that year. We talked 
for two and a half hours. Or rather, Alan talked and I 
made occasional interjections or proddings. Alan Moore 
doesn’t speak in whole sentences, he doesn’t speak in 
whole paragraphs. He speaks in whole, fully-formed 
essays: compelling mini-lectures with logical structure, 
joking asides, short digressions and strong conclusions. 
Reducing and condensing these enormously 
entertaining and enlightening conversations for 
a typical pop magazine profile proved not only 
structurally impossible, but ultimately undesirable. So, 
following are thousands upon thousands of words from 
Mr. Moore, assembled from that first marathon talk 
in June 2000 and a second in November 2001. Don’t 
worry—these conversations are not out-of-date. They 
were ahead of their time. Their time is now. 

Because Black Sabbath told us only half the story. 
There are other, largely forgotten purposes for 
magic... 


/j - 


How did your interest in 
becoming a magician develop? 
How has being a magician 
affected how your approach 
your work? 

Brian Eno has remarked that a lot 
of artists, writers, musicians have a 
kind of almost superstitious fear of 
understanding how what they do for 
a living works. It’s like if you were 
a motorist and you were terrified to 
l*wik under the bonnet for fear it will 
■ away. I think a lot of people wank 
■ have a talent for songwriting or I 
■'■! - atever and they think, Well I 
better not examine this too closely or | 
it might be like riding a bicycle—if: 
you stop and think about what you’re 
doing, you fall off. 

Now, I don’t really hold with that 
at all. I think that yes, the creative 
process is wonderful and mysterious, 
but the fact that it’s mysterious 
doesn’t make it unknowable. 
All of our existences are fairly 
precarious, but mine has been made 
considerably less precarious by 
actually understanding in some form 
how the processes that I depend on 
actually work. Now, alright, my 
understanding, or the understanding 
that I’ve gleaned from magic, might 
be completely wrongheaded for all 
I know. But as long as the results 



are good, as long as the work that 
I’m turning out either maintains 
my previous levels of quality or, as 
I think is the case with a couple 
of those magical performances, 
actually exceeds those limits, then 
I’m not really complaining. 

You work mostly in comics, 


which is interesting, as so many 
magicians—maguses? magi?— 
have been involved in the visual 
arts in the last century. Austin 
Osman Spare, Harry Smith, 
Kenneth Anger, Maya Deren all 
worked in art and film. Even 
Aleister Crowley did paintings 


and drawings. 

Yeah, Crowley actually lamented 
that he wasn’t a better visual artist. 
I went to an exhibition of his and 
well, some of the pictures work just 
because they’ve got such a strange 
color sense, but...it has to be said 
that the main item of interest was 
that they were by Crowley. But yes, 
there’s that whole kind of crowd 
really: Kenneth Anger, Maya Deren, 
Stan Brakhage, Harry Smith. And if 
y|)|i start looking beyond the confines- 
of self-declared magicians, then it 
becomes increasingly difficult to 
find an artist who wasn’t in some 
vtfdy inspired either by an occult 
^Organization or an occult school of 
thought or by some personal vision. 

Most of the Surrealists were 
very much into the occult. Marcel 
Duchamp was deeply involved in 
alchemy. His work The Bride Stripped 
Bare by Her Bachelors relates to 
alchemical formulae. He referred to 
it as an alchemical work. Dali was a 
great many things, including a quasi¬ 
fascist and an obvious scatological 
nutcase, but he also was involved 
deeply in the occult. He did a Tarot 
deck. A lot of the Surrealists were 
taking inspiration from alchemical 
imagery, or from Tarot imagery, 
because occult imagery is perhaps 















■ HM I.h*l j*P.% E 1 
F^-T ■’i 




l nr-'d h !l ic-jf iff 



a natural precursor of a lot of the 
things that the Surrealists were 
involving themselves with. 

But you don’t have to look as far 
as the Surrealists, really. With all of 
those neat rectangular boxes, you’d 
think Mondrian would be rational 
and mathematical and as far away 
from the Occult as you could get. But 
Mondrian was a Theosophist. All of 
those boxes and those colors were 
meant to represent Theosophical 
relationships! Annie Besant, the 
Theosophist, published a book 
around the turn of the last century 
where she presented the idea, novel 
at the time, that you could represent 
some of these abstract energies that 
Theosophy referred to by means 
of abstract shapes and colors. Now, 
there were a lot of people in the 
art community who were keeping 
up upon ideas from the occult and 
theosophy, they immediately read 
this and thought, Gosh you could, 
couldn’t you? And thus modern 
abstract art was born. 

One of the prime occult ideas from 
the beginning of the last century, 
which is also interesting because it 
was a scientific idea, was the notion 
of the fourth dimension. This became 
very big in science around the end of 
the 19th century, beginning of the 
20th, because of eccentric Victorian 
mathematicians like Edwin Abbot 
Abbot—so good they named him 
twice—who did the book Flatland, 
and C. Howard Hinton (who was 
the son of the close friend of William 
Gull, he gets a kind of walk-on in 
From Hell), who published the book, 
What is the Fourth Dimension? So 
The fourth dimension’ was quite a 
buzzword around the turn of the last 
century. You got this strange meeting 
of scientists and spiritualists because 
they all realized that a lot of the key 
phenomena in spiritualism could be 
completely explained if you were to 



back you go , 
the more steeped in the occult the 
artists become. Sometimes it looks to 
- me like there’s not a lot that 
didn’t come from magic. 
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Alan Moore (in beard and hat) chats up Promethea penciller J.H. Williams 
and his wife at the kabbalistic rail station in Promethea 14. 


simply invoke the fourth dimension. 
The idea of the fourth dimension 
could explain how you could you see 
inside a locked box during a seance, 
or see inside a sealed envelope. Well 
in terms of fourth dimension, you 
just could. 

So you got this surreal meeting of 
science and spiritualism back then, 
and that also had an incredible effect 
upon art. Picasso: he spent his youth 
pretty well immersed in hashish and 
occultism. Picasso’s imagery, where 
you’ve got people with both eyes on 
one side of their face is actually an 
attempt to approximate a fourth 


dimensional view of a person: if 
you were looking at somebody from 
a fourth dimensional perspective, 
you’d be able to see the side and the 
front view at once. The same goes 
with Duchamp’s Nude Descending A 
Staircase where you’ve got this sort 
of multiple image, as if the form were 
being projected through time as it 
descends the staircase. 

The further back you go, the more 
steeped in the occult the artists 
become. I’ll admit to you, this is 
looked at from an increasingly 
mad perspective on my part, but 
sometimes it looks to me like there’s 


DANIEL LANOIS 




AkcpTW-uv H.-rl 
Ui h :u FL-rJrJ'l 

«L>1 | -pjjr 


1 Laiwi* once ogain he nc« onl y ucdn 

flreni spaces foe music, bul he populated shat space/ 
wjfli horiest human sub&fonce. These songs *o\k 
ihcir way ento iHe crocks of your ujbcafiscioiu.. j 

'TrtTi* Sber dart 

PasSs- Marine 


m 


In Stores April 22nd 

onh.wxn dbp^lLiTvii.wn 


Hi 




Bolton ol the Hudson 
Two Guvs 

Summer At Shatter Greek 

PWiach 

The Wrens 

Rob crow 

Otro 

The Jhn Yosti Pto-lto 
Frankie Bruno 
The Dead science 
XlllXiU 

Tin Court and Srark 

Tin Extra Hems 

JackKaytBr 

(tyUputtlfy Tours 

Jukotnuor 

The Mountain Goats 

Tliinv 

MumUMti 
The Swards Project 
The Places 
Pit 

Wym Dare 



ARTHUR $ May 2003 


not a lot that didn’t come from magic. 
Look at all of the musicians. Gustav 
Holst, who did The Planets —he was 
working according to Kabbalistic 
principles, and was quite obsessed 
with Kabbalah. Alexander Scriabin: 
another one obsessed with Kabbalah. 
Edward Elgar: He had his own 
personal vision guiding him, much 
like Blake had got. Mozart was 
alleged to belong to Masonic occult 
organizations. Opera itself was 
entirely an invention of alchemy. The 
alchemists decided that they wanted 
to design a new art form that would 
include all the other artforms: it 
would include song, music, costume, 
art, acting, dance. It would be the 
ultimate artform, and it would be 
used to express alchemical ideas. 
Monteverdi was an alchemist. You’ve 
only got to look at the early operas, 
and see just how many of them 
are about alchemical themes. The 
Ring. The Magic Flute. All of this 
stuff, there’s often overt or covert 
alchemical things running through 
it all. 

And there’s Dr. John Dee, 
Elizabeth’s court astrologer. An 
alchemist. Who tried to communicate 
with angels. He got a reputation 
for being a diabolist just through 
doing...I suppose it was a kind of 
14th-century Industrial Light and 
Magic, really. He came up with 
some classical play, which required 
a giant flying beetle, and he actually 
came up with a giant flying beetle! 
[laughs] I think that did more to 
get him branded as a diabolist than 
any of his later experiments with 
angels. No one could understand 
all this stuff that he was doing with 
the Enochian tables—they weren’t 
really bothered by that—but he’d 
made a man shoot up into the air! 
[laughs] So he must be working with 
the devil or something... 

Given the sheer number of people 
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SONGS: OHIA THE MAGNOLIA ELECTRIC CO CD/LP 

The sort of rock that your cool uncle rolled to back In the 70s, Sonically 
landing somewhere on the radar between Hob Dylan’s Desire anil Boh 
Seger's Beautiful Loser, though thematically in line with Lyriard Skynard's 
“Simple Man,” it lies at the crossroads of working class rock, white soul, 
swamp rock and outlaw country, Recorded at the hands of Steve Alblnl. 



DAMIEN JURADO WHERE SHALL YOU TAKE ME? CD/LP 

Ten Raymond Carver-esque vignelles of terror and bliss In Mlddle-Arrrerlca, 
Two decades after Springsteen’s Nebraska, Jurado puts the darker, more 
complicated side of the heartland back on the map with his talcs of young 
love (some requited: some not), innocent tun and bloodshed, His lillh 
album is mostly acoustic with very sparse band arrangements, 



EARLY DAY MINERS JEFFERSON AT REST CD/LP 

By way of well-worn classic 4AD records, EDM takes one stop further in 
the rock direction with shorter, succinctly-structured songs, Taking cues 
from Peter Gabriel's, mid-80's work, Jefferson At Rest also represents the 
band's foray Into the pop realm through the hand's deeply rooted fascination 
with Daniel Lanois' production and arrangements. 


SCOUT NIBLETTI CONJURE SERIES CD EP 

A collection of songs that arc minimal In their structure and arrangement, 
bul complex in Iheir passion of execution, I Conjure Series is a raw and 
bold excursion into the poetic universe of a vagabond of the new world, 
Comprised of seven songs on which she performs all the Instruments, this 
mini-album was recorded live in Glasgow, Scotland al Chem19 Studios, 

COmm: JORMAWHITTAKER-S/T 
SCOUT NIBLETT -1 AM 
SONGS: OHIA-THE PYRAMID ELECTRIC CO 
THE IMPOSSIBLE SHAPES-TBA 



KfOODEm cd ap: $7 • cd: $12 • Ip: $10 

All items postage-paid in the United States. Canadian/Mlexican orders add Si per order. Overseas orders add $5 tor airmail. 
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RICHARD YOUNGS 

Airs Of The Ear CD 

The reigning king of the 
progressive minimalists is 
back with new magic 
ears to ensnare. 


JULIE DOIRON 

Broken Girl CD 

The long lost Julie 
Doiron album, 
expanded to include 
her first two seven-inch records. 




CDs $12, 2xCDs $14, O www.jagjaguwar.com O 1021 South Walnut, Bloomington, IN 47401 
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ONEIDA 

Each One Teach One 
2xCD 

The first truly heavy 
psychedelic rock record 
of the new millennium! 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 
new CDs & LPs by 
LOVE LIFE, 
MANISHEVITZ, 
NAD NAVILLUS, 
NAGISA Nl TE, 
OKKERVIL RIVER, 
and SPOKANE 


ASPERA 

Oh Fantastica CD/LP 

OUT IN JUNE. The 
mind-expansive new 
full-length that sounds 
like nothing else. The fruit of parallel 
universes—where epic '80s pop pro¬ 
duction exists side by side with not 
only hip-hop's old school and new 
school but with both electronic music's 
contemporary experimentalists as well 
as its early trailblazers. 



AN ANGEL MOVES TOO FAST TO SEE 


SELECTED WORKS 1971-1989 

A t first glance, New York-born composer Rhys Chatham might have seemed unlikely to alter the DNA of 
rock. A classically trained musician, Chatham was piano tuner to Glenn Gould and La Monte Young, stu¬ 
dent of Young and Morton Subotnick, protegee of Tony Conrad, and in 1971, while still in his teens, founder of 
the highly influential experimental music program at the Kitchen in lower Manhattan. Nevertheless, it was Rhys 
Chatham who first applied multiple electric guitars to the extended-duration, overtone-drenched minimalism 
of the 1960s. This amalgamation — of the intellectual experimentalism and textural sophistication of the 
avant-garde with the rhythmic brashness and visceral punch of punk rock — produced a raucous, ecstatic 
new type of urban music that energized the downtown New York scene of the late 1970s and early 1980s, a 
music whose influence can be heard in the subsequent work of the many luminaries who participated in 
Chatham’s ensembles, including Glenn Branca and members of Sonic Youth, Mars, Band of Susans and Swans. 

A comprehensive 3-disc retrospective, An Angel Moves Too Fast to See includes all of Chatham’s major "min¬ 
imal" pieces, ranging from the thunderous "Two Gongs" (1971) and the No-Wave tumult of "Guitar Trio" (1977) 
to the brass-based "Massacre on MacDougal Street" (1982) and the epic, previously unreleased "An Angel 
Moves Too Fast to See" (1989), scored for an orchestra of 100 electric guitars. The accompanying 140-page 
book features dozens of never-before-published photos plus essays by Chatham, Tony Conrad and Lee Ranaldo 
and artwork by famed visual artist Robert Longo. Together they present a portrait of a city and a milieu where, 
for a moment, the raw, the sophisticated, the meditative and the danceable merged. 

LAVISH 3xCD BOX SET FEATURING 140-PAGE BOOK; LINER NOTES BY TONY CONRAD, SONIC YOUTH'S LEE RANALDO 
AND RHYS CHATHAM; ARTWORK BY ROBERT LONGO; INCLUDES UNRELEASED RECORDINGS OF CHATHAM'S 
ORCHESTRA FOR 100 GUITARS. 
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from all fields that would seem 
to have a magical agenda, it’s 
even more strange that magic is 
generally held in such contempt by 
serious thinkers today I think that 
most people that would think of 
themselves as serious thinkers today 
would tend to assume that anybody 
in magic must be some kind of wooly- 
headed New Age mystical type that 
believes every horoscope that they 
read in the newspaper. They would 
be completely dismissive of giving 
the idea of Magic any intellectual 
credibility. 

It’s strange—it seems like you’ve 
got a world where most of our 
culture is very heavily informed by 
magic but where we almost have to 
keep up the pretext that there isn’t 
any such thing as magic, and that 
you’d have to be mad to be involved 
in it. It’s something for children 
or Californians or other New Age 
lunatics. 

That seems to be the perception 
and yet once you only scratch the 
surface in a few areas, you find that 
magic is everywhere. 

You’ve got quite an argument 
going there for a secret history 
of the arts... 

I’ll probably get round to writing 
it one of these days: Uncle Al’s Big 
Book of Magic or something. 

Well, there’s quite a bit of 
Kabbalah/self-help books out 
there these days. You’ve got 
Madonna using the Kabbalah’s 
Tree of Life in her concert tour 
logo... 

I should imagine if there’s a swamp 
of books out, it would probably 
because somebody thought, “Hmm, 
Kabbalah: Madonna’s mentioned it. 
It must be hip. I’ve got this recipe 
book kicking around, I wonder if 
I was to re-jig it and call it The 
Kahbalistic Recipe Book .” Or, “I’ve 
got this self-help idea, if I were to re¬ 
group it to the various Sephirot, then 
maybe I could sell it.” 

It’s probably like that. I should 
see what’s left when the dust settles. 
This is probably just a Western world 
flash in the pan. Give it another six 
months and everybody will be into 
primal scream therapy. Or dowsing. 

I can’t think of many Western 
contemporary artists, or 
musicians, or filmmakers, or 
poets or whatever—who are 
much affiliated, at a deep level, 
with esoteric ideas and practices. 
Why are artists now divorced 
from something that seems to 
have played such an important 
part in the past? 

I guess that people in modern times, 
in general, feel just about divorced 
from everything. I think that for a 
lot of people of my generation—going 
through the '50s and '60s and '70s 
was enough to make most people 
confirmed atheists. I know that I 
certainly was an atheist for a great 
period of that time, mainly as a 
reaction against organized religion. 
The excesses of organized religion 
have kind of alienated an awful lot 
of people over this past 20-30 years. 
I think that for a lot of people, their 
attitude to spirituality, or to magic, is 
actually a kind of displaced attitude 
to whatever religion they had forced 
down their throat when they were 
a child. ''Oh yeah, I remember 
spirituality, that’s what the nuns 
tried to beat us with in Catholic 


school” or whatever. 

So, yeah, people have an aversion 
to allowing a spiritual element into 
their lives. At the same time, if you 
don’t have that element in your life, 
there is a kind of space that will get 
filled by something. There is a kind of 
vacuum there, that can be perceived 
perhaps as an aching uncertainty. 
My parents, or, my grandparents, 
who went through a couple of world 
wars and some pretty dark days, I 
think that nevertheless there was 


and the State, we’ve had so many 
corrupt priests, corrupt leaders, so 
nobody really has any faith in the 
people that lead us, not anymore. 
And now there’s no God there. 

Now, William Blake had no faith 
in the people that led him, but he’d 
got his personal vision of God: that’s 
what kept him going through those 
long cold 70 years. I think there are 
an awful lot of people these days 
that don’t have that. They’ve been 
alienated from it, so they have to 



Alan Moore, as seen by artist John Coulthart. 


Over the last couple of centuries , Art 
has been seen increasingly as merely 
Entertainment , having no purpose other 
than to kill a couple of hours in the 
endless dreary continuum of our lives. 


more certainty in their lives. Up 
until 1960, people kind of understood 
where everything fitted. It was an 
entirely kind of wrongheaded kind 
of understanding, that was based on 
things like the English class system, 
but I think people had this idea that 
there was the Royal Family and the 
Government, and they were running 
the country. God was running the 
universe. Everything was in its 
place, and everything was alright. 
But, by the '60s, or perhaps earlier, 
after the second World War, after 
Auschwitz, after Hiroshima, it must 
have been difficult. God had taken a 
bit of a beating. It must have been 
a bit harder to believe in a supreme, 
benign, merciful creator after some 
of the things that happened in the 
'40s. And of course, with the Church 


carry around this kind of hole, and fill 
it with whatever they can. Whether 
that be something relatively harmless 
like watching a lot of football games 
on television, or collecting comics, or 
something harmful like a smack habit 
or drinking or all the other things 
that people fill the holes in their lives 
with. 

I’d say that in a sense, artists—all 
artists: writers, musicians, visual 
arts artists—have become divorced 
from their origins. I think that over 
the last couple of centuries, Art has 
been seen increasingly as merely 
Entertainment, having no purpose 
other than to kill a couple of hours 
in the endless dreary continuum of 
our lives. And that’s not what Art’s 
about, as far as I’m concerned. Art 
is something which has got a much 


more vital function. Once again, I 
remember Eno saying that you only 
have to look at how high a priority 
art was in terms of humanity’s 
evolutionary development to 
understand that it has to be there for 
a reason. I mean, when we descend 
from the trees, we find something to 
eat, we find somewhere to sleep, we 
find a warm place to shit, and then 
we go out and we draw a picture on 
a wall explaining how we found the 
stuff to eat, the place to sleep, the 
warm place to shit. Art is about our 
fourth survival priority. And one can 
only assume that it must therefore 
have importance. 

This importance was certainly 
understood in early cultures. I 
mean, one of the oldest traditions 
of magic is the bardic tradition of 
magic—or at least over here, anyway, 
in Britain. A bard, simply by using 
words, could do much worse things 
to you than a magician could. Yeah, 
a magician might put a curse upon 
you if you offended them. And what’s 
that gonna do? It makes some of 
your hens lay funny, sends the milk 
sour, you have a baby with a club 
foot. These things are survivable. 
But if a bard were to put a satire 
on you, and if it was a good enough 
satire, then he could destroy you in 
your own eyes! If it was an accurate 
enough satire, if it was BARBED 
enough, it could destroy you in the 
eyes of your friends, your family, your 
contemporaries. In fact, if it was a 
good enough satire, it might well 
be remembered hundreds of years 
after you were dead. People might 
still be laughing at you, and your 
relatives, hundreds of years after you 
were dead. You might have become a 
shame to your entire bloodline. 

Now that was a terrible power 
indeed, you know? And so the 
powers of artists and musicians was 
respected. But, like I say, over the 
last couple of centuries, more and 
more Art is seen as Entertainment. 
When you get to the current wave 
of Brit artists, you see that almost 
the only notion of success that they 
have seems to be a financial one. 
Has this work of art succeeded? 
Well, Charles Saatchi has paid 
half a million for it so I guess it 
has. This is so far removed from 
the intensity of William Blake, the 
conviction of people like Blake or 
some of his near-contemporaries like 
Turner, people like that. They were 
painting because they had to. They 
had a vision. And the fact that Blake 
never had any kind of fiscal success 
during his life obviously didn’t deter 
him in the slightest, didn’t stop him 
from becoming one of the brightest 
visionary figures that England has 
ever produced. 

I think that artists have been sold 
down the river. You only have to 
be treated as if you are disposable 
entertainment for so long and you’ll 
start to believe it. You’ll start to 
feel that you’re lucky to have a job. 
That, alright, you’re an artist, you 
kind of have to go into advertising 
because that’s the only thing that 
will make any money these days, 
but hey, you’re lucky to have a job. 
And to a degree I think that the 
original flame that’s supposed to be 
burning inside a genuine piece of art 
or piece of writing or piece of music 
is extinguished somewhere down the 
line by that kind of deal that you’ve 
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made. It’s a kind of Faustian pact 
really. You make a deal with the 
world of commerce: you keep a roof 
over my head, pay my mortgage, put 
my kids through college, and I will 
just keep my mouth shut and carry 
on drawing pictures for the front 
of cereal boxes or whatever. It’s all 
entertainment, and I don’t think Art 
is about entertainment. 

What is the advantage to 
acknowledging that what one 
does an artist, or just as a human 
being, is magical in some way? 
Magic has given me an understanding 
of my own creative processes that I 
did not have before. It has given me 
new ways of accessing my creative 
processes. 

For example: All of the 
performances, including the Blake 
one, were germinated with magical 
rituals. There would be an initial 
magical ritual where we would 
await divine inspiration or whatever 
to tell us what to do. And then 
having received what we took to 
be our instructions, we would carry 
them out to the letter. And I’m very 
pleased with the results that that 
has yielded. They are things that 
I would not have created had I not 
been approaching the work in this 
particular way. I was saying to my 
musical partner a while ago that if 
we continue to get material like this, 
it doesn’t really matter whether the 
gods are there or not. 

I can’t actually state that this is 
gonna work for anybody else. I have 
got no idea whether anybody else 
would benefit from it. Obviously 
if you’re gonna be exposed to the 
world of magic, you’re gonna have 
to have taken a step past the normal 
perimeters of the rational world. The 
very nature of magic is connected to 
the irrational. You’re gonna have to 
step out of the realm of conventional 
sanity at the very least. For a lot 
of people, that means stepping 
out of conventional sanity into 
conventional insanity. For me, I’d 
say that I’m turning out more work 
now than I’ve ever done before, even 
when I was a sleek young gazelle 
bounding over the precipices of my 
imagination in my twenties. I think 
that these days I’m turning out an 
awful lot more work, and I’m also 
very pleased with the quality of it. 
I’ve done some things in the last few 
years that I would never have been 
able to imagine doing before. 

Really? But you did Watchmen 
before you were a magician; 
From Hell ... 

Having done Watchmen... and From 
Hell, particularly...I felt that I was 
perhaps coming to a limit as to 
what I could further understand 
about writing rationally, that if I was 
going to go any further into writing, 
I felt I had to take a step beyond the 
rational, and magic was the only 
area that offered floorboards after 
that step. Magic also seemed to offer 
a new way of looking at things, a 
new set of tools to continue. I know 
I could not carry on doing Watchmen 
over and over again, anymore than 
I could carry on doing From Hell 
over and over again. I also know 
that back then I could never have 
done anything like, say, Promethea 
12. Promethea 12 is a mind- 
boggling piece of construction. And 
I wouldn’t’ve been up to it. It’s not 
that I never did anything good until 


I discovered magic, but discovering 
magic, or at least my notion of it, 
has given me a bit more of an idea 
of how I did those good things. What 
the mechanisms were. And it’s also 
given me a kind of worldview that 
is complex and elegant enough to 
actually file the incredible amount 
of information that I and everybody 
else living in the 21st century take 
in as a matter of course during our 
everyday lives. 

Today the amount of information 


that we’re bombarded with is kind 
of like typhoon proportions: we’re in 
a storm of information. I think most 
people kind of tend to batten down 
the hatches and close their minds to 
a degree. You’ve either got to shut 
off, which I think is the option that 
a lot of people choose, or you’ve got 
to come up with some system that is 
sophisticated and elegant enough to 
actually give you a fighting chance of 
assimilating all of this information, 
of fitting it into a big picture. 

Those are some of the immediate 
benefits of magic. Also, I really like 
the interior decor, [chuckles] My 
house looks lovely. There is a stained 
glass window in the middle of the 
room which has the Kabbalah picked 
out upon it. There’s a set of John Dee’s 
Enochian tables, beautifully painted 


up on the walls. There’s an Austin 
Osman Spare on a wall, there’s a set 
of Golden Dawn magic wands. Every 
moment of my life is now surrounded 
by these images. 

Let me get a little perspective 
here. Before ‘93, or ‘94, you 
considered yourself an atheist. 
But you knew quite a bit about 
the occult already, judging 
from some of your stories and 
characters... 

Well yes, but as a writer I’ve got to 


be interested in everything. So yes, I 
was at least as knowledgeable about 
the occult as any fantasy comic 
writer has to be, but it was just 
one of the things I was interested 
in. And it was something that was 
theoretical. My interest in the occult 
was: I’m interested in what people 
believe. That was the terms in which 
I saw it. There was no way that I 
could say whether what those people 
believe has got any basis or validity. 
What was interesting to me was that 
people believed these things. 

Starting with January 1994, all of 
a sudden, it suddenly got a little less 
of a remote academic topic for me. 
[laughs] I found myself in the middle 
of what seemed to be a full-blown 
magical experience that I could not 
really account for. 


What do you mean? 

When you’ve found that you’ve spent 
at least part of an evening talking to 
an entity that tells you that it is a 
specific Goetic demon that was first 
mentioned in the Apocrypha, there’s 
only so many ways that you can take 
that. The most obvious is that you 
had some sort of hallucination, or 
that you had some sort of mental 
breakdown, something like that. 
Which is fine, unless there have been 
other people there with you who had 
similar experiences at the time, or 
something similar. Then, when you 
say, Alright this was some sort of 
real experience, you then have to 
think Well, was it something that 
was purely internal? Was this some 
part of myself that I’ve given a name 
and face to, or projected in some 
way? That’s possible. Or, was this 
what it said it was? Was this some 
entirely external entity that actually 
was what it claimed to be when it 
was talking to me? That’s possible. 
I tend to try and not rule out either 
of those. The thing that actually 
feels most satisfying is the idea that 
actually it might be both of them. It 
might be both inside you and outside 
you. That doesn’t make any logical 
sense but that satisfies me most 
emotionally. It feels truest. 

These are gnostic experiences: 
You’ve either had them or you 
haven’t. For example: the first 
experience I had, and this is very 
difficult to describe, but it felt to me 
as if me and a very close friend of 
mine, were both taken on this ride by 
a specific entity. The entity seemed 
to me, and to my friend, to be this 
second-century Roman snake god 
called Glycon. Or more accurately, 
the second-century Roman snake 
god called Glycon is one of the 
forms by which this kind of energy 
is sometimes known. Because the 
snake as a symbol runs through 
almost every magical system, every 
religion. In the yoga systems, you’ve 
got the Kundalini serpent. In the 
Amazon Indian creation myths, 
you have innumerable serpents 
that take part in the creation. The 
same with the Bible: the serpent in 
the garden of Eden. The Midgard 
serpent coiled three times around 
the world. It’s difficult to find a 
religion that doesn’t have a serpent 
in it somewhere. 

So we had this experience. At least 
part of this experience seemed to be 
completely outside of Time. There 
was a perception that all of Time was 
happening at once. Linear time was 
shown to be purely a construction of 
the conscious mind, that in fact Time 
is much more the way that people like 
Stephen Hawking seem to describe 
it, where Space-Time is almost like 
some big football, and you’ve got the 
Big Bang at one end of it and the 
Big Crunch at the other, but all of 
the moments are all existing at once, 
in this huge hole at the moment. It’s 
only our consciousness that’s moving 
through it, from A to B to C to D. 
In fact, the whole alphabet’s there 
right from the start. So there was 
this perception of being outside of 
Time. From that perspective, it was 
possible to see that all of Time was 
in fact happening at once. 

There were other revelations. 
There was a lot that seemed to be 
connected with this Roman snake 
god Glycon. Now, the only references 


Illustration by From Hell artist Eddie Campbell. 
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Obviously if you’re gonna be 
exposed to the world of magic , 
you’re gonna have to have taken a step 
past the normal parameters 
of the rational world. 
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there are to him in the literature, 
which are very disparaging, are in 
the works of the philosopher Lucien. 
Lucien explains that the whole 
Glycon cult was an enormous fraud, 
and that Glycon was a glove puppet. 
And I’ve got no reason to disbelieve 
that whatsoever. To me, I think 
that’s perfect. If I’m gonna have 
a god, I prefer it to be a complete 
hoax and a glove puppet because 
I’m not likely to start believing that 
glove puppet created the universe 
or anything dangerous like that. To 
me, the IDEA of the god IS the god. 
It doesn’t matter what form it takes. 
This is one of the problems that for 
me Christianity has. Christianity’s 
got some lovely concepts! Beautiful 
concepts. However, Christianity also 
insists upon a historical Jesus. If it 
was ever proven that Jesus didn’t 
exist, the whole of Christianity would 
fall to pieces. There’s no reason for it 
to, but it would, because they insist 
that this was DEFINITELY real, he 
was DEFINITELY born of a virgin, 
he DEFINITELY died on the cross 
and then DEFINITELY physically 
ascended to Heaven. All of which 
sounds like bollocks to me. That 
sounds frankly impossible. That 
can’t happen. However, you’ve got 
this wonderful story. This story’s 
got complete integrity It’s rich 
in symbolism, it’s rich in moral 
awareness. It’s insisting on this 
historical background that is the 
problem. 

Now for me, I don’t believe that 
there was ever a living snake that 
had a semi-human head and long 
hair and spoke. That would be 
mad to believe that. I believe that, 
yeah, Alexander the false prophet 
had got some really clever scam 
going involving a puppet and a boa 
constrictor. But nevertheless, that 
was a representation of the god. That 
was not the god. The god is the IDEA 



To me, the IDEA of the god 
IS the god. It doesn’t matter 
what form it takes. 

of the god. THAT was what I believe of Philip K. Dick. This was what 
visited me and my friend upon this he wrote during the early '70s, just 
first occasion, and which I’ve had before he had the VALIS experience 
contact on subsequent occasions. and went completely mad. He’s 
Now, this god Glycon was supposed talking in very plain terms about 
to be, at the time of his inception, things as they happen. He’s talking 
he was supposed to be the second about how he’s getting all of this 
coming of the god Asclepius—this information that seems to be being 
is the god of medicine, who is flashed into his brain. And he’s 
traditionally shown as an old man talking about how part of it seems 
with a snake wound around his staff, to have to do with the Holy Roman 
(This is the origin of the caduceus Empire. Part of it seems to be Second 
symbol that you see in ambulances or Third century Rome. Part of it also 
and hospitals. That’s why the snake seems to be to do with the perception 
is associated with healing, because of that all of time is happening at 
Asclepius.) Now, imagine my surprise, once, and that, in his words, “The 
then, when some years later after I’d Empire never fell.” That all of time 
had this preliminary experience, I is actually a solid-state thing that’s 
was reading The Collected Letters happening all at once. And there’s 


this particularly little shivery bit 
that I read in one of his letters where 
he says, “I’ve found out the name of 
the entity that’s contacting me. It’s 
called Asclepius.” I thought this 
was a little bit, you know, a little bit 
worrying! [laughter] It sounded like 
he’d had a very similar experience, 
and it seemed to be related to the 
same entity. 

Now, I don’t know what to make of 
that. It seems to me that you might 
say... I mean, magicians would say 
there was a “serpent current,” if 
you like, an energy, that people 
could connect up to. And they might 
understand this energy in a number 
of different forms—as Asclepius, or 
Glycon or Kundalini or whatever— 
but it’s essentially a kind of sinuous 
kind of energy that we associate 
with the snake and a certain sort of 
consciousness. 

I also had an experience with a 
demonic creature that told me that 
its name was Asmoday. Which is 
another name for Asmodeus. And 
when I actually was allowed to see 
what the creature looked like, or 
what it was prepared to show me, it 
was this...latticework. If you imagine 
a spider, and then imagine multiple 
images of that spider, that are kind 
of linked together—multiple images 
at different scales, that are all linked 
together—it’s as if this thing is 
moving through a different sort of 
time. You know Marcel Duchamp’s 
Nude Descending a Staircase, where 
you can see all the different stages of 
the movement at once? So imagine 
that you’ve got this spider, it was 
moving around, but it was coming 
from background to foreground. What 
you get is sort of several spiders, if 
you like, showing the different stages 
of its movement. Now, imagine all 
of those arranged into a kind of 
shimmering lattice that was turning 
itself inside out ( Continued on page 26 ) 
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Unwed Sailor : The Marionette and The Music Box cd/LP/book 
The Marionette and The Music Box is highly influenced by a love for 
marionette puppetry and fantasy fairy tales, as well as influences of French 
composer Yann Tiersen, the Pinnochio soundtrack, and the classical piece 
Peter and the Wolf. The album is a subtle, but rich instrumental soundtrack to 
support the illustrated relationship of a marionette and a music box as they 
meet, become friends, separate, and reconcile. Ford and Tse enlisted the 
help of regular drummer Matt Putman and friends Matt Depper and James 
Mcalister (Ester Drang) to play the rich tapestry of instruments that personify 
the characters in the story. Unwed Sailor present the story in seventeen 
instrumental parts. 
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The Trouble with Sweeney ::: I Know You Destroy! cd/LP 
With the band line-up solid after two years of transition, the TTWS's 
sophomore release is their most accessible and cohesive release to date, 
due, in part, to producer Brian McTear (Mazarin, Burning Brides, Bigger 
Lovers). Singer Joey Sweeney's daytime career as freelance writer shines 
through in his lyrical approach, offering up short story scenes of an urban 
lifestyle, from hipster parties, to private high schools, to relationships of all 
shapes and sizes. If we may be so bold, the songs here run the gamut of 
American music, from timpani-infused confessional rockers to geekazoid new 
wave to rockabilly (by way of Morrissey) shuffle to, aw, shit, some of it sounds 
like it’s in a damn musical! 


Denison Witmer: Philadelphia Songs cd/LP 

On Philadelphia Songs, Denison Witmer paints a haunting and beautiful 
picture of memories, people, and places. The album features a host of guest 
musicians and Philadelphians, as well as members of The Six Parts Seven 
(Suicide Squeeze Records). Philadelphia Songs, his third full-length, was 
recorded in Philadelphia at home by friend Scott French and at Soundgun 
studios by Edan Cohen. (Songs: Ohia, Jim & Jenny & the Pinetops). The 
instrumentation is rich and deep, adding an ambient feel to Witmer’s songs 
that has not been fully explored until this album. From the nostalgic 
romanticism of “Sets of Keys” to the heart- breaking “24 turned 25” to the 
MiniDisc hotel piano field recording on “St. Cecilia (Ode to Music),” the words 
and sounds form a tapestry that reflects Philadelphia from Denison’s point of 
view. 



Circle of Birds ::: s/t cdep/10” 

these songs are highly melodic, cinematic, and fragile, serving as a snapshot 
of the weekend recording session featuring members of Unwed Sailor, Ester 
Drang, and Lasso, the result is a spectacular instrumental ep that combines 
the airy, orchestrated sounds of Ester Drang with the energetic indie 
approach of Unwed Sailor and just a hint of cowboy inspired country aesthetic 
from Lasso members, the recordings were carefully mixed by Pedro the 
Lion's David Bazan and Johnathon Ford. 



www.burnttoastvinyl.com 
Burnt Toast Vinyl 
P.O. Box 42188 
Philadelphia, PA 19101 


Coming Soon::: 
Early Day Miners ::: Deep Harbor one-sided LP 
Saxon Shore ::: Four Months of Darkness cd/LP 
All American Radio ::: Fragments of cd 
Damien Jurado ::: This Fabulous Century LP only 



Mii« 


SONIC UNYON 


The Spirited Sounds of Spring 


Tangiers 


Hot New Spirits 


m is a full out rock threat! 
i real deal! 


Klhenrn Chorus 


SoutUrH -OMckiQ riream-oop quintet s 
*** itbi Thteticatingly beautiful 

cpitf rhOT-rw*^ ^ Exclaim! 


AfftLJtUE Uklff Iht 7JCI 


Tosh«h Hfihwoy Vt Sterspheric 




A spH album 

Swer'iPiiliTr 

Canadbwi ici 


i nwn W 

torn Frnnklin and 
I'dmriB rockers Sianspheric. 


AVAIi AJLE MJf DU KID 


Simply Saucer 


iprarii ■■fcrje of these classic 
n k -^eatings with bonus tracks 


70s 


AVAILABLE MAY 20TH. 2003 


www.sonicunyon.com 




Via Tania 


Under a Ditlerant Sky 

CLULH 



ProduMO sy Flice r- Tanift Bcwhwf 
Fm Luring Scofl Mwnsfi iTn^Jw-Tjl, Jc**in 
He^rtkvi rR™«S£) -oIIwe 



--rlH-3-|„[ Imp*4L 



>D B-i * I 
Ut I ttlXLV-Yrifj >4' 
liTh-T fjTriQvtii-n 








!■_++■ Cp If HI" ^ 


Mil-ill 



MQcqiHTi 

■ no- 



r+rtH r #-n;^ 


ARTHUR $ May 2003 


2 3 























































































































Parody of US Federal Reserve Note.The Halliburton and Clear Channel Corporations do not openly sponsor pre-emptive attacks on sovereign nations 
by buying ad space on United States legal tender... yet.Any logos used in this parody are registered trademarks and copyright their respective companies. 




















































































i vnu hi 

■O-t- 



r+i Lh hTi. 

TMT r I-LF*+"-L+kJ\ 







Th “'V' Ifh^vEn 
■■h-H Mi'\ TiKLrtf 



APRIL ^OEJ3 

Ghost Exits: Cincinnati Riot Bines 12" EP 
Electro Pur as r Piano Blooms 12" EP 

lliL - first Iwi - - m--ljltinLiiS'- m iwur hniml new 12" Lionel. I^uk.i^l in 
ipil'IjIIel Hue iI .tah >U It* | i4.kel-> r-c i^intiL'd in cJilium-uT iTd. 

SPRING 2003 

Hal] Of Fame; Kingdom Come CD/LP 

hUII OfJjMtii; returns rf\ih I lien hunlh Jltim En Jjle. jii um l . usi jimm-- mu; 

1 u u^urttilij I In n l<Av*pf |nqi h |j^\ JulMu IWtmW frWtf ihi: spyii 
ipF J yL'dr^l Ehe farf-roM rhiih. The mall? arc puri: auJi-Mr hSi 3 », .1 
dtflififltfyd* Oi Nrn wifti;^ winch will ^:nd v"ur ifl^sl rt , L , l 1^15 

Icewatcr Scandal: No Handle CD/LP 

I ■ innccty kinmn :-*> AM Kkl*i hul ihkv fi nL^vr In Lv luferrvd In .t krw j“lh S_ -p :iiLiI 
Ilk 1 ful knatfh il-.iIlmIj ri rcuininJ by Llv Kmaiii at LlJili Gxrmm blutln^-. 


coming soon: fon nm.roT's evcae in iieaven, 

HLQOD ON THE WALL, GANG GANG DANCE, ARTANKER 
CONVOY, PA [N TING SOL DEERS, ILECTROFUTaS h 
SOME PRETTY SPECTACULAR EVENTS IN NYC. 

The Social Registry 

362 AiLbMc Awe | Suite 113 | ISKL.YK, NY Jffl? | 71&S52.&33 
wurw.thtffociBlrcjiliiry.riini 


K tCpR D Z , . ‘ $, 





ft 



joh t +# 


MWM JOKM 



*iUDAH JON 
PrtLL 
ML C-vlt C J J 


P055E5 AND JNTlfiflDGATK3N CD 
L91IC HK>^GK>LU G« DESflCH LHN-EiUGfrir PC? C«Cud 


feMAJl 

TETA5 t|-EY SPRINKLE 1HEE BLGKUE> ‘vl^TS I 
:a*aGE/3aRCaG(<»MS 4£D C3l r ■- Cl 


Kll FJU?Y EHLS1 



. Sw. k Bak^ld 
rwQ?Sn^Qj 


SMAjCt. 


rr-Ti- SONBPff YOU CD.'irni^^F *firoiDJ«»-i.cv 

T"F36 GEH1L£**EJH **E MAKING DANNED JNAH1 POF_ ! 

ONf FApr soaPi^ RiMPt iU^SCKilWc. VOCA4 ttlMHMY. TwQ PARIS GLOSQU& 
^LiEPHG MECHANICS ANO|*ftijWLL*aN IME*?CH*NGlNtitfcUhKiE BDP. A NO 
fOL*E GOT a IK!P£ FOR MBS SUNDAY mO*vhG DtiCO 1 - 

N£watY CHICAGO < 

COMING SOON : HlS -IM| VRA-+4DB ■ NO ireCQEC HAMATE r 

FLAME S*H ( 8 ) V E L 

WWW .FLAMES HOVEL .COM 

■ ■ lAMM : AALKff tTfft) | Ct^CAOO, IL *064? I 05* 

CO* HQ I LP, .ID | &£F.»I?| aL-LPRICK POS r ®AE> k 


(Continued on page 26) as I Spoke to 
it. And I was talking to my partner 
at the time, saying, “This thing’s 
showing us it’s got an extra dimension 
I haven’t got, and it’s trying to tell 
me that it’s good at mathematics.” 
It’s vain. There’s something fourth¬ 
dimensional about this. This is all 
stuff I was actually saying at the time, 
while I was having the experience, 
which was pretty extreme. 

Anyway. Over the next couple 
of weeks I started researching 
Asmodeus and found out that 
actually, yeah, he’s the demon of 
mathematics. Also there is a thing 
which apparently, traditionally he 


struck me when I started to think 
about the possible spatial aspects of 
some of these experiences was, Isn’t 
it strange how many mythological 
creatures and gods have got so 
many heads and arms? What if 
they haven’t. What if the dog god 
of the underworld, Cerberus, what 
if he’s only got one head, but he’s 
shaking it back and forth through 
a different sort of space? Or Kali? 
What if they’ve only got two arms, 
and they’re just dancing in a kind of 
Marcel Duchamp Nude Descending 
A Staircase kind of space, where 
all moments exist at once? Don’t 
know. My personal feeling is that 


Magic seems to have moved to a 
place somewhere more central in my 
life now. IPs not something where 
it’s a peculiar space that I visit 
through the means of drugs: it’s 
where I am all the time. 


is able to offer one, and this is called 
the “Asmodeus flight.” This is where 
the demon will pick you up, carry 
you into the air, into the sky, and you 
can look down and you can see all of 
the houses as if their roofs had been 
removed, so you can see what’s going 
on inside them. Now that is not a 
description of being carried through 
the air. That’s not being moved into 
a higher physical space—that’s what 
things would look like if you’d been 
moved into a higher mathematical 
space. If you were actually in the 
fourth dimension, or more accurately, 
if your perceptions were in the fourth 
dimension, looking down at the third 
dimension, you wouldn’t see places 
as if the roofs of the houses had been 
removed, you’d see around the roofs 
of the houses. In the same way that 
if you imagine a race of completely 
two-dimensional creatures living 
on a sheet of paper, if you draw a 
square and then put one of those 
two-dimensional creatures inside it, 
they are COMPLETELY enclosed, 
because every direction in their two 
dimensions is shut off to them. You 
could then as a three-dimensional 
creature each down and pick up this 
two-dimensional speck because you 
have a dimension that he hasn’t got. 
So, if you’re a fourth dimensional 
creature looking at the third 
dimension, you would be able to see 
around the walls of a sealed room. 
This was interesting, because it kind 
of confirms the fourth dimensional 
aspect of Asmodeus. 

I did a picture, as best I could, of 
what I’d seen, about a month after 
I’d had this experience and showed 
it to Dave Gibbons, who’s a very 
down-to-earth, practical man. He 
phoned me up a couple of weeks 
later, saying that he’d just got this 
book called Four-Space which is a 
book about the fourth dimension in 
mathematics. This is not a mystical 
or occult book, this is hard maths. 
Very hard maths, certainly beyond 
me. But at the end of the book, the 
guy who’s put it together gets a 
little bit playful and lets himself be 
a little bit speculative and he sorta 
says, “Alright, if there was such a 
thing as fourth-dimensional life, how 
would this appear to us? Well, my 
best guess is that it would appear 
as a kind of multiple images of itself 
at different scales arranged in a 
shimmering latticework.” Dave said 
that he felt the hairs on the back of 
his neck stand on end, because he’d 
seen the Asmodeus picture, which is 
pretty much exactly that! 

Another shivery moment. 

Yes. One of the first things that 


you’re gonna get a lot more of this 
as this century starts to evolve. I 
think that we’re gonna start to look 
at ancient knowledge, in its own 
context , rather than imposing our 
kind of fairly arrogant late-Western, 
19th-20th century viewpoint upon 
it. Jeremy Narby, author of the book 
The Cosmic Serpent, has put forward 
the strange possibility that DNA 
might be alive, and aware, and we 
might be able to communicate with 
it in certain extreme states—and it 
with us. So the snake god might be 
a projection of the awareness of the 
DNA. This is sort of interesting. 
You’ve spoken before about using 
psilocybin mushrooms in your 
magical rituals. How important 
are drugs in magic? 

You need something to get you there. 
It doesn’t have to be drugs. Drugs 
are one of the time-honored and 
original ways of getting you into that 
space, but there are lots of others as 
well: meditation, fasting, dancing or 
rhythmic drumming. I suppose in 
extreme cases scourging. Anything 
that will derange the senses, which 
all of those things will do if taken far 
enough. 

Now, for me, having grown up 
in the '60s and psychedelic drug 
culture having been something 
that I’ve always been very used to 
and comfortable with, it seemed 
like psilocybin mushrooms, which 
do have a very honorable magical 
pedigree going back to the first 
shamans in the cave, they seemed 
to be the mode of choice to actually 
propel myself into the magical 
space. 

Everybody’s different. Everybody 
has things that they feel comfortable 
with and things that they don’t 
feel comfortable with. If you do feel 
comfortable with psychedelic drugs, 
then by all means use them. If you 
don’t, then there’s plenty of other 
ways that you can get your mind into 
that space. It might take a bit more 
work. I think everybody finds their 
own pathway, really. Drugs were 
an invaluable tool at the beginning 
of my pathway and still continue 
to be useful tools, but they’re no 
longer as central as they once were. 
The magic has become something 
which is much more integrated and 
internalized into my everyday life 
now. It no longer seems anywhere 
near as extreme as it once did. 

Back when I was starting out in 
magic, I probably did an awful lot 
more mushrooms. I don’t think I’ve 
done any actual mushroom-based 
rituals, um...ooo, end of last year? I 
haven’t done any this year. I find my 
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JP magic has...shifted a 
yfc-tjf bit. It’s not to say that 
■ pV^ I won’t be doing any in 
V T t^p the future, but it’s just that 

magic seems to have moved 
to a place somewhere more 
central in my life now. It’s not 
something where it’s a peculiar 

space that I visit through the 
means of drugs: it’s where I am all 
the time. It’s a lot more stable. I find 
that whereas once I would have used 
drugs to explore all of the various 
spheres that I explore in Promethea ’s 
Kabbalah series—I mean, indeed I 
did use drugs to explore the lower 
five sephirot, but above that, I’m 
using my own mind, I’m using 
I suppose it’s what you’d call 
meditation, although it’s 
exactly what any writer 
does when they’re trying to 
get into a story, it’s just that 
the story in these instances 
is deeply concerned with these 
kabbalistic states, so getting into the 
story is almost the same as getting 
into the state. I find that that, in 
terms of the experience and the 
information, works just as well 
these days. 

And consequently, even 
in the books I write that 
aren’t overtly about the 
occult, magic, or anything 
like that, you will still find... Oh, 
sorry that’s the doorbell. Shan’t be a 
second! [returns to the phone] Sorry 
about that. It was just somebody 
trying to sell me housing insurance 
or double glazed something... 
[laughter] Really, when I first 
became connected to magic, 
at that point, magic was 
still something that was 
foreign to me. It was foreign 
to my life. There was my life, 
my ordinary everyday life—and 
then there was magic. What’s 
happened since then is that magic 
has moved completely to the center 
of my life. Just walking down the 
street—if you’re doing it in the right 
frame of mind, if you keep your eyes 
open, then just walking down the 
street to get the morning newspaper 
can be a magical act. It’s difficult to 
walk past a set of traffic lights and 
watch the changing of the colors 
without thinking of the Kabbalistic 
equivalent of those colors. What the 
progress from red to amber to green 
means philosophically, or numerically, 
or all the other different sort of range 
of things that our associated in terms 
of Kabbalah. It’s basically that most 
of my thinking is magical. Or at 
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If you’re doing 
it in the right frame of mind, 
fyou keep your eyes open, 
then just walking down the 
street to get the morning 
newspaper can be 
a magical act. 


least my magical worldview 
has become bigger, more 
coherent, I’ve learned more, 
and almost every event of 
my everyday life is in some 
way related to magic. In fact, 

every event in everybody’s 
everyday life is related to 
magic...if that’s how you 
choose to see it. 

I tend to see magic, in a 
way, as a kind of language. 
I think, unsurprisingly, the 
gods of magic ARE the gods of 
language. And magic is, in a sense, 
a kind of language with which to 
read the universe. It’s a language 
of symbols with which you can 
extract meaning from the 
most mundane things. And 
in fact it’s that aspect of 
magic that I find myself 
attracted to. The idea of 


nobody can understand why 
they were called Apocalypse 
poets when all they talked 
about was Nature: little 
birds sitting in trees, and 
flowers. What they meant by 
‘apocalypse,’ was simply 
revelation. The world is kind 
of pregnant with revelation 
if you’re somebody who 
comes equipped with the 
right kind of eyes and the 
right kind of phrasebook, if 
you like, for decoding. 

And that’s the key, though, right? 
Which codebook to go with... 

Ah! Well the thing about magic that 
appeals to me is its difference to 
religion. The two words are 
very different. “Religion” is 
from the Greek or Latin 
root religari, which is the 
same root as “ligament” and 


magic as some weird alien “ligature,” and so it means 
Dr. Strange dimension that “bound together in one space.” 


one can escape to from this 
one doesn’t really appeal to 
me. I think that if magic his 
anything, it’s about realizing 
the [stage whispering] 
unbelievable 
supernatural magic in 
just the fact that we are 
thinking and having this 
conversation. Realizing just 
how magical every instance 
is, every drawn breath, 
every thought. Just how 
astronomical the odds are 
against it. How wonderful. 

And following through these 
kinds of beautiful chains of 
symbols that can lead to some 
interesting revelations. But again 
these are revelations that to me 
relate to a new way of seeing life in 
this ordinary mundane world 
rather than an escape to 
some fantastic new plane 
of existence. It’s about 
uncovering the revelation 
that is in everything. 

These days I find myself 
very attracted to the Apocalypse 
school of poets, who are completely 
forgotten these days, and in fact 


Now that always feels a bit 
unnatural to me. It seems 
very unlikely that any two 
human beings on the face 
of the planet would believe, 
be bound together, 
in exactly the same 
thing. So...alright, magic 
is a language but perhaps 
a better analogy is to say: 

Each religion is a language, 
and magic is linguistics. 

In the sense that, if you are 
a linguist, there’s no such 
thing as a “false language.” 
It’s not like, “Oh yeah 
French is real, but Russian is 
not a real language.” If you’re 
a magician, you have to accept 
ALL of those religions as being ‘real.’ 
They’re all true languages! So, you 
get a different array of concepts, 
a different worldview in each of 
the religions. To some degree 
I take the quantum position 
that ALL of them are right, 
in a sense. In order to see 
truth, you have to consider 
a lot of different possible 
positions and hold them all to be 
true in some mysterious way. Magic, 


in this sense, is moving 
between those different 
positions, studying them," 
seeing what information there 
is to be gleaned from each of them, 1 
seeing how they connect up. How, 
for example, a story in the New 
Testament of the Bible seems to 
connect up with an ancient Egyptian 
legend. And how this in turn relates 
to one of the Tarot cards. Which gives 
it a certain position on the Tree of 
Life in the Kabbalah. And you follow 
through these chains of ideas. You do 
that long enough, you start to get a 
different set of synaptic connections 
in your brain, different pathways. 

And you start to see things in a 
different way. You start to put 
things together differently. 
Of course the other 
aspect of magic that 
separates it from most 
rreligions is that it’s not 
based on faith, is it? 

Oh, no. No. Faith is for sissies who 
daren’t go and look for themselves. 
That’s my basic position. Magic 
is based upon gnosis. Direct 
knowledge. It’s a kind of 
“I’m from Missouri. Show 
me” approach, if you like. 
I think that gnosis it’s 
probably the original form 
of spirituality in mankind. 
If you look back at the old 
Gnostic religions that proceeded 
Christianity, what they depended 
on was direct knowledge of the 
Mysteries, or the ideas being talked 
about. If you look at the early 
Christians, the people that 
were allegedly around Jesus, 
then you can’t get much 
gnostic than St. Thomas— 
he had to stick his hand 
in the wound before he was 
convinced! Or you’ve got the 
Essenes, with John the Baptist— 
they were certainly gnostics. Back 
then, everybody formed their own 
relationship to the godhead, which 
was seen as being inside them, as 
much as anything. 

This is true of the old shamanic 
religions that were the forebears of 
all kind of spiritual and religious 
thinking. The shaman didn’t so 
much act as a middleman between 
people and the gods; he showed 
them how to get there. He told them 
how to make their own journeys 
into the Underworld. I get the 
impression that the shaman in an 
ancient tribe would have had the 
same sort of position as a plumber 
or an electrician. A plumber is a guy 
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who just knows about plumbing and 
doesn’t mind getting his hands dirty 
when he’s unblocking your S-bend 
or whatever. A shaman is a guy who 
knows about traveling to the spirit 
world and doesn’t mind vomiting 
because he’s taking poisonous drugs, 
or getting the horrors of going to hell. 

It’s a community thing. 

The later idea of magic, which 
probably sprung up when people 
started burning witches and 
magicians, when it became 
dangerous to be a magician. Which 
would probably have been around 
the ooo, what, the third century, 
fourth century? When Christian 
mobs started putting Gnostics and 
Hermetic scholars to death. Around 
that time there were Christian mobs 

These days • Fm more concerned 
with trying to give people 
access to the mental tools to get them 
beyond this situation , 
rather than warning them about 
how bad things are getting 


things like the anti-homosexual bill 
Clause 28. So it seemed necessary 
then to stroke a few dark chords 
and try and wake people up to where 
they were headed. 

Now, from my perspective, where 
I thought we were headed, we’re 
there now. We’re in quite a dark 
space, particularly given the current 
international situation. And I don’t 
think that it’s of any more use to 
ram the darkness down people’s 
throats. I think they’ve had enough 
of that. I mean, I could carry on doing 
that forever, because it’s very easy to 
horrify people. It’s much more easy 
to describe Hell than it is to describe 
Heaven. I mean, who remembers 
Dante’s vision of Heaven? He wrote 
one! But it’s all the Hell stuff that 


that were putting to death Hermetic 
scholars like Hypatea. (We mention 
her in the first issue of Promethea. 
She was real. She was, I think, 
skinned alive by Christians.) And so 
at that point, this is where you start 
to get the thing of secrecy and magic, 
which carries on from that point up to 
the present day: “If you’re a magician, 
don’t tell anybody. Don’t tell them 
and don’t tell them any of the visions 
you’ve had or give them any of the 
information that you struggled so 
long to accrue. Keep it to yourself.’ 
And that seems very elitist to me. I’d 
rather disseminate any information 
I’m getting by one of the means that 
are open to me. And I’m lucky in that 
I have several quite excellent means: 
comic books, CDs, things like that. 
Now, speaking again of the period 
prior to your, um, I keep calling it 
‘magical awakening,’ I don’t know 
if that’s the right term— 

That’ll do. 'Mental breakdown’ will 
do if you want. It’s all the same to 
me. [laughs] 

Right, well, broadly speaking, 
the stuff that you’d been writing 
prior to that was darker than 
the stuff you’re writing now— 

That’s true... I think that’s partly 
because at the time, during the '80s, 
when I was doing a lot of darker 
stuff, well, I perceived those times 
as very dark times. At the same time 
I could see that there were a lot of 
people around me who were working 
quite hard at pretending that they 
weren’t very dark times. In the '80s, 
if you will remember, everything was 
kind of gung-ho, get-ahead, let’s all 
live the good life, let’s all become 
stock market speculators, live for the 
moment. 

We also had that in the mid-to- 
late ’90s over here, with the 
Internet boom and all that— 

That’s true. Thinking now, those two 
decades were very much like that. 
So in the '80s I kind of was seeing 
environmentally and politically all 
these long looming shadows and I 
felt that it was necessary to sound 
a wake-up call. When Margaret 
Thatcher had been in for a couple 
of years and we were starting to 
get riot police sent into previously 
peaceful urban centers, I felt that 
V for Vendetta seemed necessary. 
There were a lot of fascist rumblings 
from the far right groups over here. 
The future WAS uncertain. And the 
Conservative Party were catering to 
the far Right groups by bringing in 
pieces of practically Nazi legislation, 


everyone’s interested in. So yeah, I 
could have carried on doing things 
that were very dark, pointing to all 
the things that are happening in 
the world now and pointing to the 
darkness in them. 

That’s not to say there aren’t 
political observations in my books 
now, but they’re kind of applied 
with a lighter touch now. And I’m 
more concerned with trying to give 
people access to the mental tools to 
get them beyond this situation, not 
to warn them about how bad things 
are getting. Because, I mean a lot of 
people can just surrender to despair. 
If they had all the information, they’d 
go and hang themselves. And that’s no 
good for anybody. 

At the moment, I feel that hopefully 
in some of the pieces that I’m doing, 
I might be providing attitudes, 
mental tools, ways of looking at 
things, that could actually be of use 
in these otherwise turbulent times. 
That’s the plan. With Promethea , it 
is entirely overt. I sometimes fear 
that Promethea , so far we’ve avoided 
it, I hope it doesn’t degenerate into 
a dull lecture upon the occult. What 
I’m trying to do is have as much 
information as I can get in there and 
still tell an entertaining fantasy story. 
Obviously I’m the last person to ask 
whether it’s succeeding, you know. 

I was also wondering if, on a 
more personal level, do you think 
after getting well into From Hell , 
which is a very dark work, and 
Voice of the Fire , which is also 
tremendously dark, that you 
could have continued doing that 
sort of thing. Those were more 
than works of dark fantasy. 

Well. Every work that you do, it 
takes it out of you. Because you’re 
not lifting weights or moving some 
heavy blocks for a living, you tend 
to think that you’re not actually 
exerting yourself. How much can you 
be exerting yourself if you’re laying 
on the sofa, surrounded by bits of 
paper and comic books and bits of 
biscuits and cups of tea and exotic 
cigarettes? It’s not a very exertive 
lifestyle. But at the same time, when 
you’ve finished a book like Watchmen , 
you do feel quite battered and that’s 
more true of something like From 
Hell , which took 10-11 years, or Voice 
of the Fire, which took five. Where 
you’re in a space for a very long 
period of time, it does something to 
your head. It has to. If it wasn’t doing 
something to your head, why should 
you expect it to do anything to your 
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To actually fix events in an 
order: this is the beginning of 
human consciousness. And this 
happens through a magical act, 
and through an artistic act. 


audience’s head? The person who 
writes it, that’s gonna be the person 
that’s gonna get the brunt of it. The 
readers presumably get it in slightly 
diluted form. So if you’re gonna 
affect your readers it more or less 
your responsibility to put yourself 
through some difficult hoops. 

Even doing Brought to Light, the 
CIA documentary piece, that was 
quite a desperate experience. It 
was quite grueling. I had got a 
pretty pessimistic view of the world 
political situation, so I wouldn’t say 
there was stuff in Brought to Light 
that was a big surprise to me, but 
it didn’t really help having it there 
in black and white, things that 
had previously been just paranoid 
fantasies. It’s sometimes not so much 
fun to be proven right. 

With From Hell, yeah, that was a 
long journey through some very dark 
territory. Some of the voices that I 
conjured in Voice of the Fire, you know, 
it’s hard to live with those people. 
How much longer could you 
have kept jumping through 
those hoops? 

Well...I don’t know. I’m glad that I 
stopped when I did! [laughs] That’s 
not to say that I’m not gonna be 
going anywhere dark in the future. 
But yeah, after you’ve been down 
in the sewers of sort of the human 
experience for a while, it doesn’t hurt 
to freshen up a bit. 

One other thing about your 
studies in magic. You seem 
to have done it on your own. 
Autodidactically. 

That’s true. Normally when people 
are acclimatizing themselves to 
magic the thing that they’re advised 
to do is join a magical order or accept 
a magical teacher or guru. I’ve never 
really been much of one for that. 
It’s probably due to some terrible 
ego problem of mine or some sort 
of arrogance... But when I got into 
writing comics, I did it from just 
looking at the field from the outside, 
and then getting me hands dirty. 
Just playing. Experimenting. Rolling 
up my sleeves and fiddling around 
with things, and not worrying if I 
failed. Sort of play. This is how I 
learned how to write comics. I played 
with ideas, did these things that I 
shouldn’t’ve done. I didn’t really have 
a guru or a teacher. Nobody ever 
taught me to write. It was all done by 
observation and then by applying my 
intelligence to my observation. So, 
because that’s the only way I know 
of learning anything, when I was 
getting into magic, that seemed to be 
the best course of action to take. 

Now, there’s the matter of initiation. 
There are some people who tells you, 
Well you can never become an initiate 
magician unless you are working 
in the shadow of more advanced 
magicians.’ I don’t believe that. I 
mean, I was initiated on January 
the seventh, 1994 and I believe that 
I was initiated by something much 
higher than magicians, [laughter] 
Something much rarer. I’m not really 
interested in anybody else’s opinion 
of the validity of my magical system. 
It’s stuff that I’ve worked out myself 
and with the other people that I’ve 
worked with and I am prepared, at the 
drop of a hat, to give demonstrations. 
I’m prepared to lay it on the line: if I 
do something and people... I’m quite 
prepared for people to say Well that 
isn’t magic. Or, That isn’t any good, 
[chuckles] I’m prepared to do it in the 
open, on a stage, in front of hundreds 
of strangers and they can decide 
whether it’s magic or not. That seems 
to me to be the fairest way. Not to 
put yourself above criticism by only 
performing in darkened rooms with 
a couple of initiated magical pals. Do 
it in the open, where people can see 
what you have up your sleeve. Where 
they can see the smoke and the 
mirrors. And where they can see the 
stuff that appears authentic. That’s 


my basic principle. 

And like we were saying, 
magicians have often done art, 
or performances... 

Aleister Crowley performed the 
Rites of Eleusius in London, using 
music, perfume, incantation, ritual, 
dance, he had Victor Neuberg 
dancing at that one. S. L. MacGregor 
Mather did a Rites of Isis. He put 
together the Golden Dawn Society. 
Kenneth Anger, somebody I’ve got a 
great deal of admiration for, he and 
people who are slightly affiliated 
with him—Maya Deren, Harry 
Smith, etc.—these are sort of people 
who have taken the old ideas of 
magic and then thought, “Well why 
not apply them to the technology 
that we have now? That’s all that 
did the previous magicians ever 
did.” The fact that it all looks archaic 
to us now, that’s because things 
WERE archaic in real life. If they’d 
had had access to printing presses, 
video cameras and sound recording 
equipment, they would have used 
it! I’m sure that John Dee would 
have released several CDs of his 
Enochian chorales. We have to not 
be locked into the past. Kenneth 
Anger was shrewd enough to see 
that film was, in its way, as any art 


form is, a magical technology. It can 
be used for creating startling effects. 
Perhaps...magical effects. 

I think that all of this goes back to 
the fact that originally there can’t 
have been any difference between 
magic and art. Any form of art 
must have started out as magic. 
The earliest visual arts we have are 
the cave paintings at Lascau. Now, 
these are shamanic. The very way 
that the cave paintings at Lascau 
were arranged, where you have 
to go through very narrow, sort of 
crouching series of corridors almost, 
before you get to this center cave 
where there are these wonderful 
animal pictures. It must have been 
done as some sort of initiation. You’re 
led through this darkness... and 
when you get to the center chamber, 
probably lit up by fire, you would 
not have seen drawings of animals 
on the walls: You would have had 
animals flying around the room. 
That is because if you’d never seen 
a drawing before! Just imagine 
what a magical act it was to draw 
some marks on a cave wall and have 
everybody understand that this sort 
of humped line was actually the spine 
of that ox that we killed two days 
ago! And to understand that a line on 


a wall WAS in some way the animal, 
you know, that’s something that we 
can’t really grasp now because we 
are used to looking at a picture and 
thinking, “Of course, it’s a picture of 
a cow, it’s a picture of a horse.” But 
back THEN, what an incredible leap 
of consciousness to actually come 
up with representational art, which 
of course leads to written language. 
The first people to do it would have 
been magicians. 

Look back at what Winsor McCay 
did with Gertie the Dinosaur, his first 
animated film. He had very simple 
tricks in that. There was one bit 
where he would walk offstage and 
this was timed to coincide with an 
animated figure of McCay walking 
in and interacting with his cartoon 
dinosaur. Now the audience at this 
time—and this is only at the turn 
of the last century!—the audiences 
at that time, most of them believed 
that they’d actually seen a dinosaur 
onstage. They had no concept of 
animated cartoon. Even though the 
cartoon landscape that the dinosaur 
inhabits has a background that 
seems to stretch away for a couple 
of miles, with lots of small inland 
lakes in the distance. The people in 
the theater knew that theatre only 
went back another sort of twenty 
yards before you’d got the real wall 
and the car park. And yet, somehow, 
their perceptions, they did not have 
a concept for flat animated film. It 
seemed to them that there must he 
a dinosaur onstage. These people 
are nearly contemporaries of our 
own! So perhaps that gives you a 
way of understanding what those 
cave drawings at Lascau must have 
looked like to the first people who 
saw them who had no concept of 
drawing. 

And writing, of course, would’ve 
been an incredible magical tool for 
the first people who invented it. It 
would’ve been like telepathy! You 
would have been able to pass your 
thoughts to somebody else, miles 
away. You would’ve been able to 
record your thoughts to fixed times. 
To actually fix events in an order. 
This is the beginning of human 
consciousness. And it is through 
a magical act, and it is through 
an artistic act. There’s dance. All 
performance would have originally 
been shamanic. The first people 
to dance in the fire would people 
probably wearing antlers! In a way, 
everything comes from magic. Magic 
is a kind of an original, inclusive 
science of existence, which we then 
break down, because we are very 
into reductionism. If you can’t 
understand the whole thing, break 
it down into tiny pieces that you can 
understand. So magic is the first step 
for everything, I believe. Almost all 
human endeavor must have started 
out in an almost sacred context. 

And I also kind of believe that 
that’s where we’re heading as well, a 
kind of reintegration. Kabbalistically 
speaking, the gods of magic and 
language are the gods of science. 
Mercury is the science god—he’s also 
the magic god. I sometimes wonder if 
perhaps there’s never been as much 
of a dichotomy between these things 
as we imagine that there is. I mean, 
of course more than two or three 
hundred years ago, any scientist was 
a magician. Newton himself was an 
alchemist. Because alchemy was a 
respectable science back then. 

It starts to look as if, yeah, science 
is the offspring of magic, but science 
has kind of grown up, and being a 
rather snotty, ungrateful child, it’s now 
embarrassed by its parent, because 
Magic just sits there in the corner 
drawing shapes in the air, muttering 
incantations and dribbling into his 
beard. I think that Science, if it could, 
would like to have Magic placed 
in a mental home somewhere, or a 
retirement home, where it wouldn’t 
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be so much of an embarrassment. Now, 
as is often the case with children who 
rebel against their parents, the older 
you get the more you find yourself 
turning into your parent... 

I believe that, to some degree, 
magic and consciousness are 
intimately connected. Having had 
these experiences with 
magic—or things that 
I believe to have been 
experiences—the best 
model that I can come up 
with for consciousness 
is consciousness as a 
form of space. There 
was a quote from the 
British Journal of 
Consciousness Studies , 
which seemed to be 
taking up a similar idea: 
they were talking about 
something called qualla 
space, but it seemed 
that they were talking 
about something 



Alan Moore ir^ 
live performance at the 
Blake retrospective. 


broadly. They were saying that this 
qualla space was a space in which 
mental events could be said to 
happen—which is pretty much what 
I mean by “Idea Space.” 

Now, to me, yeah, consciousness 
is a space that most of us occupy a 
very narrow... Most of us never come 
out of our living room. We’ve got our 
individual little private space in our 
head—just like we’ve got a house as a 
private physical space. But most of us 
never go outdoors. We stay within our 
own identity. However: people who are 
creative, or people who are questing 
spirits of some sort or other, have to 
go deeper. I mean, most people don’t 
really need new ideas as part of their 
daily round, depending upon what 
their job is or what kind of people they 
are. The same ideas that they had 
yesterday will probably do just as well 
[today]. If you’re a creator, or scientist, 
or any sort of creator, then you have to 


look deeper. You have to travel further, 
to find ideas that no one’s come across 
before. Rarer ideas. And it strikes me 
that since the dawn of time, mankind 
has almost kinda been aware of this. 
When we talk about consciousness, 
it’s always with spatial metaphors. 
We talk quite naturally about things 
being “on” our mind, or 
“at the back” of our mind, 
or the “front” of our mind. 
I mean, there’s nothing 
there that has a top, 
front or a back! 

“Off the top of your 
head.” 

Right. We talk in 
spatial metaphors. To 
be “in one’s right mind.” 
Or “out of one’s mind.” 
You know? These are 
spatial. There’s no in 
or out, front or back. 
But naturally we talk 
in spatial metaphors 
like that. I also believe 
that since our very earliest days, 
we’ve developed a repertoire of 
techniques that will enable us 
to move more deeply, to interact 
more deeply, with this abstract 
space. Dance. Meditations. Fasting. 
Whipping. Drugs. Anything which 
will take the human mind to some 
point of extremity beyond its normal 
parameters. Techniques that I’ve 
come up with on my own, techniques 
that I’ve taken from other people. 
You’re talking about creativity, 
and all creativity is in that kinda 
underworld realm. 

Another way of looking at this is to 
say that every human being has their 
window onto the world, the window of 
their senses. You’ve got your mind and 
your senses. Your perceptions. That 
is your window onto the world. Now 
just as we look out the windows of our 
rooms and houses and Yeah we can’t 
see the whole of reality outside. We 





dial n' smile 


When you advertise with ARTHUR, 
you reach @0,000 handpicked people. 

For rates, suh ed ufO-i and rOMrvfllionS. 
please ccmlicl Our Ad Hotline: 

Omait jjds^arlhu rmaa.com 
rin-g-a-ling ( 917 ) 446-3087 

W& can design your ad too. See examples: 

True Classical, Meltdown, and lha ARTHUR bouse ads. 


JUST 


ANOTHER 



A controversial insider's look at 
the 1990^91 Gulf War* 


Features the Pulitzer Prize 
nominated photos of Kenneth 
Jarecke {many censored from the 
news wire) with text by 
Los Angeles poet Exene Cervenka. 
Re-released by the author. 

available only @ 
www * exenecervenka* com 




3 4 


ARTHUR $ May 2003 


PHOTO BV THE MAD GERMAN 





































































can see the houses across the street, 
a bit of sky above them, whatever. 
We understand that there is a much 
wider world out there, but we can 
only see this little bit of it. Now, using 
this metaphorical window, what a 
magician is trying to, perhaps, is to 
change the angle of elevation of the 

window. Or widen it._ 

But change what that | 
window can look at. At 
will. He’s trying to tilt 
the window so it’ll see 
higher realms, or lower 
ones. That’s a magician. 

What’s happened to 
a lunatic is that their 
window has been kicked 
in. So: they’ve both ' 
got the same flood of 
perceptions rushing in, 
but the magician has got 
a framework into which i 
to fit those perceptions. 

The magician has got 
a little filing system 
called “Magic,” in which he can put 
these various things into the drawers 
of it, and not be overwhelmed by them. 
The schizophrenic has just got cats 
with human faces talking to him, and 
strange shapes floating around the 
room, and voices in their heads and no 
idea where they’re coming from. That’s 
the difference between madness and 
magic. 

Now to some degree, by its very 
definition, magic has to be kind of 
transrational. You have to go beyond 
the rational to take your first step in 
magic. So, they’re both talking about 
the same territory. You have to be 
mad to be a magician, hut you have to 
he mad in a controlled way. You have 
to be...deliberately mad. It’s no good 
going crazy by accident! By then it’ll 
be too late. Go crazy on purpose, in 
a controlled way, and you might find 
that you’re getting somewhere. 
Beyond the living room, as you 


Alan Moore as drawn 
by Eddie Campbell 

in The Birth Caul. 


said. 

I’m on a pretty good roll here, and I 
think that I know why. Ego is a thing 
that tends to lead a lot of magicians 
into folly. It’ll probably be my own 
undoing. There’s obviously certain 
occupational hazards that you 
should look out for as a magician: 

_ You only have to look at 

the track record of those 
who’ve preceded you. 
Magicians tend to die 
mad, impoverished or 
in flames. Occasionally 
you’ll get someone like 
Jack Parsons who will at 
least manage two out of 
three of those, [laughs] 
Right. So, Alan, 
now to the really 
important question. 
What on earth are 
those knuckle rings? 
My girlfriend Melinda 
Gebbie got me a 
wonderful piece of 
jointed finger armor. It looked 
wonderful, but completely stupid on 
its own. It looked like I’d damaged 
my finger and I’d got some sort 
of prosthesis. So I had to fill up 
the other fingers. It became an 
obsession. It’s probably the Gothic 
flourish of a man in later life. You 
get to a certain age in life and you 
find that it pays to draw attention 
away from your face, [laughs] They 
look pretty good, and also, nobody 
messes with you. Not that they did 
anyway. My hands are registered 
weapons. They do weigh quite a bit, 
all that metal—I think it’s slowly 
making my arms longer, [chuckles] 
So, picture if you will: The cobbled 
back alleys of Northampton, as 
twilight settles, imagine me loping 
along the alleyways, my knuckles 
scraping against the cobbles and 
sending up bright, shearing swathes 
of sparks. A chilling image... © 
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Corporate 

Pedophilia 

How corporations and marketers 
scheme to take advantage of six-year-olds. 

(by ft L I S S ft QOftRT) 




The Golden Marbles: 
Inside a Marketing 
Conference 

“The influence of kids has expanded,” 
said the pristine blonde ad exec. 
“Kids are the most powerful sector 
of the market, and we should 
take advantage of them.” To many 
listeners, the words kids and take 
advantage spoken in tandem 
provoke a chill. But this was the 
Fourth Annual Advertising and 
Promoting to Kids (APK) conference, 
a two-day event at which the Golden 
Marble Awards are given to the 
best kids’ advertisers. Held on 
the precipitous date of September 
10, 2001, the fourth APK was 
celebrating marketers’ ability to 
take advantage of the kids’ market 
and also deploying their industry’s 
favored neologism, KGOY, or Kids 
Getting Older Younger. 

Of course, it wasn’t necessary to 
go to the APK, held at the gilded 
Grand Hyatt adjacent to New York’s 
Grand Central Station, to know that 
kids are being taken advantage of by 
advertisers. We also know that their 
exploitation somehow correlates with 
the evident reality that today kids 
are getting older younger, and that 
they are also estimated to cajole their 
parents and relations into spending 
another $300 billion on them. This 
group formerly known as children 
is now studied from every angle for 
responses to advertisements; one 
of the agencies being celebrated 
at APK, for instance, discovered 
through its surveys that more than 
75 percent of kids enjoy silly ads. In 
short, tweens are marketers’ new 
transitional objects. 

And so I expected the worst at the 
APK, and I wasn’t disappointed. 

On stage at the Grand Hyatt, 
a marketer who resembled an 
overgrown all-American kid 



From the book Branded: The Buying 
and Selling of Teenagers by Alissa 
Quart. Copyright (c) 2003. Reprinted by 
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explained that six-year-olds have 
shelter and security but not 
introspection or self-consciousness. 
Another said that kids were between 
“a rock and a hard place, the rock of 
childhood and the dangerous place 
of adulthood.” These developmental 
truisms were recited not as causes 
of concern but as sources of 
opportunity: openings for advertisers 
to better manipulate their targets. 
The audiences at the Marbles clearly 
loved the paeans to premature 
psychological development and 


becoming,” said Sonya Schroeder 
from the stage. Schroeder is an 
advertising sage from The Geppetto 
Group, a marketing company that 
creates the ad campaigns for Lego, 
Pillsbury, and many others. It seemed 
to me, as I listened to Schroeder, that 
her company’s name, Geppetto, was 
one of many that took the language 
of youth hostage, poaching its 
stories and expressions of wonder. 
The Geppetto Group was named, 
of course, after the puppet carver 
in Pinocchio, the man who made 
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received them with the same obvious 
pleasure with which they took in the 
colorful slide shows. When they were 
told that children like animation 
in ads, suddenly a sea of animated 
images played across a screen, a 
dizzying array of product shots 
and television clips edited together 
maniacally-red, turquoise, yellow. 
Cereal bigger than life mixing with 
Americana. The audience drank 
their conference coffee and watched 
google-eyed, their kid spirit visible 
in the little touches: the scrunchy 
hair thingies, the bright stockings. 
If you didn’t look too closely, they 
could pass for the best-behaved high 
school sophomores on earth. Except 
that so many clutched issues of a 
youth marketing magazine titled, 
shamelessly, Selling to Kids. 

“Kids are in the process of 


MARTIN CENRRERA 

a real boy out of a wooden puppet. 
Pinocchio is a morality tale about the 
importance of telling the truth. Is it 
somehow also a story that illustrates 
the power of advertising? Apparently 
so. One of Schroeder’s Geppetto 
colleagues wrote about the meanings 
of the company name in a most 
earnest manner: “Geppetto loved 
Pinocchio unconditionally for who he 
was, no matter what he did. And he 
really saw him and appreciated him 
as a real child, bringing him easily to 
life. We approach brands similar to 
the way Geppetto created Pinocchio, 
by understanding kids, spinning our 
magic, and bringing brands to life.” 

Explaining the process of selling 
name-brand cookies to children as 
all about “unconditional love” and 
suggesting that advertising to kids 
is the same as “giving life” verges 
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on a 1950s Mad Magazine parody 
of Madison Avenue. But then again, 
naming a marketing firm after a 
puppet master has its inherently 
parodistic side. 

The Geppetto folks might manage 
to ignore the insalubrious quality 
of their company’s name, but they 
were remarkably in touch with the 
emotional manipulation within their 
selling techniques. Schroeder, for 
instance, dubbed cereal “the ultimate 
dependency food.” She decreed that a 
moral sense is at work in Geppetto’s 
ads, and that she had found this 
sense particularly effective in 
tying products to youngsters’ 
charged feelings about “reward and 
punishment and good and bad.” 

The audience, scribbling with 
publicity pens on Grand Hyatt 
notepads, nodded. 

Selling to Kids 

According to scholar Lynn Spigel, 
American children first became a 
target audience in the late 1950s. 
Spigel writes that the television 
industrialists tried to frighten 
parents into buying television for 
their kids by way of ads. “Your 
daughter won’t ever tell you the 
humiliation she’s felt in begging 
those precious hours of television 
from a neighbor,” read one. As 
Lawrence R. Samuel writes in his 
history of advertising, Brought 
to You By: Postwar Television 
Advertising and the American 
Dream, Advertest Research of New 
Brunswick surveyed mothers in 
1951 and found that 60 percent of 
the moms said their kids wanted 
the products they saw advertised on 
television. In 1962, a marketing book 
titled Advertising and Marketing to 
Young People by the famed youth 
marketer of the period, Eugene 
Gilbert, recognized the value of 
licensing and name recognition in 
the kids’ market, especially through 
cuddly familiar characters such as 
the Campbell Soup Kids. 

By the early 1960s the category of 
“youth” was already associated with 
hipness, vernacular, and futurity. 
“Mature businessmen must start 
learning the ‘idiom’ and ‘ideology’ 
of youth or be left behind,” as one 
marketer put it. “The [youth] trend 
is reflected in greater use of color, 
new materials and decorative 
treatments.” 

By 1964, an estimated $50 million 
was spent on advertising directed 
at kids. In the early 1960s, Eugene 
Gilbert’s company, the Gilbert 
Marketing Group, held “Youth 
Market Clinics” for corporate types. 

But it would be 20 years before 
marketing to kids found its avatar. 
Dr. James U. McNeal. McNeal’s 
1986 book Children As Consumers: 
Insights and Implications rocketed 
the kid business into an entirely 
new orbit by quantifying how much 
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children influence family purchases 
(up to $130 billion back then). 

McNeal, now a gentlemanly 
older man in Texas who runs 
his own consulting firm McNeal 
and Kids, sees the mistake of the 
early marketing models was their 
construing of kid consumers as “adult 
rational thinkers.” When he spoke of 
his research in the early 1960’s, he 
therefore encountered “bored people 
like the head of Chrysler and head of 
Kmart,” the sort of people who would 
later, of course, not be bored at all by 
McNeal’s courting of youth. 

McNeal’s efflorescence started 
in the 1980’s, he says, a result of 
children having more spending 
power, with their so-called incomes 
increasing at a rate of 15 percent a 
year. Suddenly he was a corporate 
consultant. 

In 1989, corporations spent 
about $600 million on marketing 
to kids. In 1999, they spent twenty 
times that amount. Numbers of ad 
dollars are only one indicator of the 
excitement about selling to children. 
The size of kid business publishing 
is another. Retail anthropologist 
Paco Underhill, in his book Why 
We Buy: The Science of Shopping, 
suggests, among other things, that 
merchants should ensure that kids 
become media consumers as early as 
possible. He also provides a how-to. 
Books and videos, he writes, should 
be placed on the low shelves of 
stores, allowing kids to better “grab 
Barney or Teletubbies unimpeded by 
Mom and Dad, who possibly take a 
dim view of hyper-commercialized 
critters.” 

To this day, James U. McNeal is 
royalty among kid sellers. In his 
latest book, he writes of savings 


innocents to be protected, as they 
are in America’s imagination. Their 
personal growth was constantly 
alluded to, but always in the context 
of their considerable buying power. 
Here, they were called “works in 
progress” whose penchant for buying 
“lip gloss, talk on cell phones, and 
wear pleather” at younger and 
younger ages made them terrifically 
attractive. For this crowd, tweens 
were shape-shifting miniadults, 
their little pockets full of dollars. 

“The themes for the nine-to- 
fourteens are dual income families, 
single-parent families, time-crunched 
parents, and the world of media,” 
said Sabino of Nickelodeon. (She 
wore little black glasses; perhaps 
because she was a researcher, she 
was immune to the requirement 
at the Marbles that speakers look 
and sound “fun.”) The developments 
she referred to were Nickelodeon’s 
move towards the tween market in 
spring of 2001 through the invention 
of TEENick on Sunday nights, in 
particular an animated series called 
As Told By Ginger. 

The marketers, ensconced in a 
hall adorned with thick patterned 
hotel carpeting and gilt chandeliers, 
the crumbs of the morning’s free 
conference breakfast still clinging 
to their laps, perked up when the 
presentation shifted to tweens, the 
new fair-haired category in the kid 
marketing circuit. 

TEENick is aimed at those under 
fourteen, but it has “teen” in it for 
a reason, Sabino said. “Tweens 
want to think of themselves as 
teens.” Needless to say, the efforts of 
marketers to persuade third graders 
to dress and act like the half-dressed 
cast of a teen cheerleading movie are 


“What we are doing here is starting 

in-the-cradle marketing: 

A toddler goes from Nick Jr. to 
Nickelodeon to TEEnick to MTV 


to VH1 to Nick at Night. ” 


banks that target kids with special 
services, and stores “that have 
remerchandized their offering to 
get children’s hands on-not off- 
products.” McNeal cheers them for 
recognizing “that kids are people 
too.” For McNeal, being seen as a 
human being by another is the same 
as being seen as a demographic. 

“The plain fact of the matter 
is that businesses have only two 
major sources of new customers,” 
writes McNeal. “Either they are 
switched from competitors, or they 
are developed from childhood. . . . 
Growing customers from childhood 
is a less common source of new 
customers, but one based on good 
business logic. If children are made to 
feel warm and fuzzy about a store or 
brand or product, they will bond with 
it. When they reach market age for 
that store or brand or product, they 
will logically migrate toward it.” 

At the APK, all followed McNeal’s 
dicta about young brand loyalty. 

“What we are doing here is starting 
in-the-cradle marketing: A toddler 
goes from Nick Jr. to Nickelodeon 
to TEEnick to MTV to VH1 to Nick 
at Night,” said Donna Sabino, group 
director of research and market 
development for the Nickelodeon 
Magazine Group. 

Tweens elicited as many 
developmental homilies as kids did. 
Tweens are “about” melodrama, 
about mastering rules, about the 
search for identity and a theme 
called “hanging out.” On the Golden 
Marbles’ podium, kids were no longer 


a big reason ten-year-olds want to be 
teens. 

At the APK, speakers made use of 
elevated concepts and terms worthy 
of social science. They quoted Piaget’s 
cognitive development precepts. This 
made sense to me because these were 
clever people, around my age, who 
spent their days branding vaguely 
sexy clothes, lardy milkshakes, and 
bloodthirsty video games to children. 
They knew they had amassed some 
degree of leverage, and now they 
needed legitimacy. At any rate, each 
marketing outfit’s reps needed to 
sound as surefooted and hard-nosed 
as possible, and they thought they 
could accomplish that through self- 
serious psychosocial euphemisms. 

In line with this, Sabino pelted 
her listeners with statistics: One 
hundred percent of tweens watch 
TV, 87 percent listen to the radio, 
85 percent play video games. The 
median age for a first solo purchase 
is eight years old. The average ten- 
year-old has memorized from three 
hundred to four hundred brands. 
Ninety-two percent of kids request 
brand-specific products. There had 
been an 8 percent increase since 
1998 in parents asking kids about 
brands before they buy them stuff 
like sneakers. It’s Adidas or bust for 
the under-fourteens, accompanying 
an increase of 17 percent in brand 
awareness of sneakers among that 
age group between 1998 and 2001. 

As the facts flowed out, the crowd’s 
energy seemed to grow. For these 
folks, there was nothing distressing 
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in any of this; after all, they had 
been trained to believe that children 
wanted to consume as much as they 
wanted to sell to them. They had 
come to believe that becoming a 
consumer is a stage on the way to 
adulthood and also to citizenship. 
They were not bogeymen, merely 
part of a larger system that believed 
the inculcation of brand awareness 
was up there in importance with 
teaching kids language skills and 
career ambition. 

“Kids noticed their classmates 
wearing the ‘wrong’ sneakers,” 
Sabino said. The crowd tittered. 
“With the onset of puberty they 
are learning physical mastery, 
and there is an emergence of 
social functionality. For the nine- 
to-fourteen set, it’s about where 
they are going, not where they 
have been.” Like others of her ilk, 
Sabino wrapped her company’s 


of the most popular scooter and 
slider shoes, the pubescent star of 
the television show 7th Heaven, and 
which rock star dates teen star Rose 
McGowan (that would be Marilyn 
Manson). Wolfson completed the 
event by mocking her colleagues, 
chastising them for their sloth and 
cluelessness. 

Wolfson’s bio in the Golden 
Marbles program was not as bitter, 
but it still had an anxious quality. 
“Melisa has spoken at numerous 
conferences targeting teens,” it said. 
“Researching and understanding 
the ‘Teen Market’ is not only her 
business, it is her life!” 

The Antimarketers 

Outside the Grand Hyatt that 
dav, a group of forty or so activists 
milled about on 42nd Street: 
They were antimarketers. They 
were fighting the Marblers with 


“There’s been a jive-point increase in 
parents’ asking their kids’ opinions on stuff 
like cars, ” Sabino concluded excitedly. 

“The carfolks in Detroit are now trying to 
attract kids with advertising ” 


motives in sensitive, psychological 
language. The discourse within this 
professional claque tended to mimic 
the tender loving corporate “stories” 
of teen brands such as Delia*s. 

Then she projected an advertising 
aphorism on the screen: “Media 
selection is a right of passage.” 
No one seemed to notice the goof. 
Could the misspelling of “rite” be an 
unconscious assertion by a children’s 
marketer that actual rights- 
free will, individual choice, legal 
protections-are truly analogous to 
both coming-of-age rituals and the 
choice of which television program 
to watch? 

“As there’s been a five-point 
increase since 1998 in parents’ 
asking their kids’ opinions on 
stuff like cars,” Sabino concluded 
excitedly. “The car folks in Detroit 
are now trying to attract kids with 
advertising. Kids have control over 
their parents.” 

In the 1990s, according to 
McNeal, companies began to really 
see how to handle youth. The car 
companies finally understood kids’ 
influence on the purchase of a 
new car, the minivan. Now all car 
manufacturers, he says, see kids as 
a focal point and target them with 
ads in kids magazines, with tween 
spokespeople, like the Rugrats, 
selling Mercury Villagers. 

The kid ad crowd murmured 
with appreciative interest: Kid 
power was a familiar concept to 
these marketers, although what 
they mean is purchasing power. 
Real kid power, the power to reject 
brands and define themselves 
outside of commercial culture tends, 
understandably, to piss them off. 
This group is annoyed that tweens, 
for instance, lack brand loyalty 
toward such venues as stores, 
restaurants, and malls. I could see 
that it might be difficult to work so 
hard to create whims and then find 
that the damn kids have whims all 
their own. 

That irritation with their 
demanding customers burbled over 
in a teen-branding presentation 
by Melisa Wolfson, president and 
founder of Brains, Beauty & Bob, 
yet another marketing outfit with 
a kid-friendly yet obscure name. 
She handed out her “pop quiz” to 
the assembled youth peddlers with 
an air of resentment: They cleared 
their coffee cups to the side and 
wrote guesses for the brand names 


a counterceremony dubbed the 
“Have You Lost Your Marbles?” 
awards. Their placards read “Leave 
Childhood Alone,” “Happy Meals 
Are Not Part of the Food Pyramid,” 
and “Kids Are Not a Demographic.” 
Some of the protesters were holistic 
bright-eyed young mothers, the sort 
who might also be breast-feeding 
activists or “lactivists,” their young 
children in tow. A folksinger sang 
songs while plucking a guitar, her 
head-full of blonde dreadlocks 
resembling a weeping willow 
following along to the music. The 
most vocal group there, however, 
consisted of a collection of 
anticonsumerist academics whose 
aversion to children’s contact with 
violent media has led them to 
become much more political and 
publicly outspoken than is the norm 
for those in the professorate. 

“The First Amendment argument 
for the marketing of commercial 
and violent material to kids 
serves the interest of industry, 
not the interests of children,” said 
one of these academics, Diane 
Levin, a professor of education at 
Wheelock College in Boston. In 
the wake of school slaughters at 
Santee and Columbine, Levin and 
other scholars have been called to 
testify before the Federal Trade 
Commission (FTC) and the Senate 
Committee on Commerce, Science 
and Transportation on the role 
of marketing and the correlation 
between media violence and 
children’s aggression. In 2001, Levin 
and others wrote opinion articles 
and published signed letters in 
national newspapers as part of their 
more active role in protesting the 
selling of entertainment violence. 

The “Have You Lost Your 
Marbles?” awards were the conceit 
of the Stop Commercial Exploitation 
of Children coalition, and more 
precisely the idea of James Metrock, 
president of the anticorporate 
organization Obligation, based in 
Birmingham, Alabama. Metrock 
was on hand to present an award- 
though not an award its recipient 
was intended to cherish. The 
antimarketers’ awards recognized 
those among them who had stood 
up to the most unseemly corporate 
architects, and to the companies 
their activist literature called “the 
worst offenders in marketing to 
children.” Metrock’s award went to 
the Channel One Network, which 
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produces television programming 
replete with advertisements shown 
every day to high school students 
and 8 million teens and tweens in 
middle school. 

Metrock describes himself as 
“very conservative.” Before he made 
himself the sworn enemy of, as he 
says, “businesses that advertise to 
children during their tax-payer- 
funded compulsory school time,” 
he directed his rage toward a more 
Tipper Gore-ish project, the “proper” 
labeling of pop music CDs to protect 
minors from “violent and sexual” 
content. 

Metrock is not alone in being a 
conservative mobilizing against 
kid commercialism. Within the 
generally left-leaning coalition that 
put together “Have You Lost Your 
Marbles?” and other protests like it, 
there are some conservative groups 
that tend to see kid commercialism 


Award to the Swedish government 
“for its leadership in the European 
Union to ban television advertising 
to children.” On hand was a real- 
life Swedish minister, an elegant 
woman in her late sixties, who 
showed up in a tailored suit and 
stockings and explained how the 
Swedes had outlawed advertising 
to kids under twelve. Exhibiting the 
kindly hauteur of Ingrid Bergman, 
she joined the rougher-looking 
crowd. The minister’s presence at 
the demonstration underlined one of 
the “Have You Lost Your Marbles?” 
crowd’s major points-that many 
European countries are much more 
enlightened than the United States 
in their attitudes and laws toward 
branding aimed at minors. Sweden 
bans ads for children’s toys, food, 
and electronic games, for instance, 
for children under twelve. That’s 
farther than any other country has 


Many European countries are much 
more enlightened than the United 
States in their attitudes and laws 
toward branding aimed at minors. 


as one of the many evils corroding 
childhood. Indeed, the campaign 
to curb the marketing of alcohol, 
pornography, and fast foods to 
kids has given rise to a bizarre 
conjunction of left-leaning liberals, 
among them Ralph Nader and the 
organization Commercial Alert, and 
archconservatives such as Phyllis 
Schlafly and the American Family 
Association. 

The first wave of the marketing- 
to-minors backlash started in the 
early 1970s with a similar cross- 
hatching of groups. In 1972, the FTC 
accused major cereal manufacturers 
of spurious advertising, among 
other false practices (the case would 
be dismissed ten years later); and 
the kid consumer movement crested 
in the late 1970s with efforts to 
legislate marketing restrictions 
by the then-chairman of the FTC, 
Michael Pertschuk. Corporations 
responded by excoriating the 
FTC as “the national nanny,” and 
moved to foil its efforts. Ultimately, 
Congress blocked proposed bans on 
televised advertising directed to 
children too young to understand 
the selling purpose and on the 
advertising of sugared food products 
to older children. 

The growth of this second-wave 
consumer movement tracks the 
growth of corporate power and the 
intrusiveness of advertising aimed at 
children, according to Gary Ruskin, 
the founder of Commercial Alert, 
an anticommercialist nonprofit 
in Portland, Oregon. He rattles 
off a list of recent achievements. 
The movement helped mount the 
massive antismoking campaigns 
aimed at teens. It prevented alcohol 
ads from reappearing on television 
in 2002. It stanched a drive by AOL 
Time Warner to put ads on the high 
school television station CNN News. 
It pushed through Congress the 
Dodge-Shelby parental notification 
bill, which requires parents be told 
if there’s to be market research in 
schools their kids attend. And it 
won a big victory against school 
sponsorship in Seattle in 2001. 

But even with these recent 
victories, the battle against the 
kid marketing industry has a 
David-and-Goliath cast. And on 
the day of the “Have You Lost Your 
Marbles?” event, the antimarketers 
seemed small and fierce rather 
than powerful. They were very 
pleased, though, when they gave 
the Inspirational Leadership 


gone, but Sweden is not alone in its 
wariness about selling to its most 
open-minded citizens. Early 2002 
saw a serious, though unsuccessful, 
attempt by the Norwegians to form 
a Nordic coalition against television 
advertising directed at children. 

Great Britain is also considering 
stricter guidelines, and some 
members of Parliament supported 
a motion in the House of Commons 
calling for restrictions on certain 
advertising to children under five. 
The pressure in the U.K. is so 
great that media associations, in 
a sort of preemptive strike against 
their critics, feel the need to self- 
regulate with kid media literacy 
programs. One, called Media Smart, 
teaches children how to interpret 
advertising. France has also 
issued guidelines for ads directed 
at its most vulnerable citizens 
and is working to better regulate 
interactive ads aimed at minors. 

The antimarketers at the APK 
were wide-ranging in their targets. 
They presented a mocking “award” 
to Teletubbies, a program I had 
previously considered innocuous 
and even sweet. According to 
the antimarblers, Teletubbies is 
involved in toy promotions with 
McDonald’s and Burger King, “while 
claiming to be a leader in the fight 
against childhood obesity.” 

The antimarketers had planned 
their response to the Golden 
Marbles for months beforehand. 
One strategy was to send protest 
e-mails to one of the awards’ key 
attendees, Scholastic Corporation, 
to urge the self-proclaimed Most 
Trusted Name in Learning not to 
attend the event. Coincidence or 
not, Scholastic sat out the 2001 
APK as sponsors, an occasion 
that the antimarketers claimed a 
victory: Scholastic publishes not 
only the wildly popular Harry 
Potter books in America but also 
magazines that are handed out in 
public-school classrooms and have a 
total readership of 9.5 million kids. 
The company has something of a 
plummy self-image-David Goddy, 
the vice president and editor-in- 
chief of classroom magazines, 
told me that his magazines were 
“informational, bringing academics 
to life, motivating young people 
by engaging them intellectually.” 
Still, if Scholastic Corporation 
was sitting out the awards, it was 
certainly taking better care of its 
image than it had in the past: For 
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True Classical CDs presents for 2005 

Easlside &lnfo-nietta "Don't Be 
Afraid" (playing the SOfigi of Kurl Weill) 

Saccharine Trust "HieGresl One Is Dead" 

Ape Has Killed Ape "Acid Reflux" 

Hannah &Etana 'Killing Time" 

W.A.C.O, "Finnegans WACO." 

Plus new releases from Li Klin g Shi p. M iclh ae I Whi [more. 
erc. r 
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Tired of Hanging Out with 
the No-Genius Crowd? 

Not Very Fond of the Law? 

Never Liked Trail Mix? 

Feel Like People Are Just 
Not Saying "Hi" As Much? 


Then try... 



Fair-Minded People Prefer Silver Jews 
Over Most Other Groups. 



Starlite Walker The Natural Bridge American Water Bright Flight 


LP/CD LP/CD LP/CD LP/CD 



LP $10, 12"ep $8, CD $12, CDep $10, T-SHIRT $14. ALL PRICES POSTPAID. 

DRAG CITY PO BOX 476867 CHICAGO IL 60647 


four years, Scholastic magazine 
had carried an annual 28-page 
supplement from Discover Card 
called “Extra Credit,” which sung 
the praises and the merits of card 
ownership in general and, of course, 
the Discover card in particular. 

The “Have You Lost Your 
Marbles?” crowd then presented 
an award to the psychologists at 
Applied Research & Consulting 
(ARC), a New York-based marketing 
think tank. ARC sends researchers 
directly into schools to interview 
kids. The executive ranks at ARC 
are thick with advanced degrees, 
and it particularly galled the 
antimarketers to see this kind of 
expertise and training put at the 
service of Nickelodeon, Disney, and 
Old Navy. 


One participant noted the size of 
the event had shrunk markedly. I 
estimated it was a third the size 
of the previous year’s occasion, 
and the participants appeared 
older and more somber looking, 
in suit jackets and pencil skirts. 
Perhaps the economic downturn 
had drained energy from the kid 
and teen marketing dominion 
(even though the teen business 
itself has remained a buoyant 
sector). The 2002 event was also 
more decorous in tone than the 
year previous. Held at the Yale 
Club’s Grand Ballroom in Midtown 
Manhattan, a room with a ceiling 
with the topography of a decorated 
wedding cake and a grand set of 
mirrored windows along one wall, 
the 2002 APKers struck a more 


“There’s been a jive-point increase 
in parents’ asking their kids’ 
opinions on stuff like cars ; ^ 
Sabino concluded excitedly. 
“The car folks in Detroit 
are now trying to attract kids 
with advertising ” 


Then a particularly enterprising 
academic activist, Susan Linn, 
associate director of the Media 
Center for Children at Harvard 
University, produced a duck puppet 
and a weasel puppet and presented 
the award for “best nagging 
research” to Western International 
Media and Lieberman Research 
Worldwide. “Nagging research,” 
which the company claims is 
the study of what inspires the 
underaged to ask for a car, cereal, 
or sneakers, is summed up in The 
Fine Art of Whining: Why Nagging 
Is a Kid’s Best Friend, a report 
describing the kinds of parents who 
will succumb to nagging. As Linn 
wrote of this degraded scholarship 
in The American Prospect 
magazine, the nagging report lists 
purchases most likely to result from 
nagging; these include “four out of 
ten trips to ‘placed’ entertainment 
establishments like the Discovery 
Zone and Chuck E. Cheese’s, one 
out of every three trips to a fast- 
food restaurant; and three out of 
every ten home video sales.” 

Joe Kelly, Executive Director 
of Dads and Daughters, a group 
dedicated to limiting the influence 
of marketers on the lives of 
children, gave an award for 
distortion of teen body image to 
Reebok and its ad agency, Bartle 
Bogle Hegarty, for the “Classics” 
ad campaign, a print image of a 
bikini-clad blonde with a bandaged 
nose that suggested the model had 
undergone a rhinoplasty. 

“Sexualizing kids in ads is 
against the law,” Kelly said angrily. 
Pedestrians, tourists on their way to 
Grand Central, and workers from 
the big office blocks near Third 
Avenue paused at Kelly’s outburst. 
Then they kept moving. Many of the 
midday Midtown passersby were 
parents, and they evinced more 
curiosity than they might have 
about other issues, but they still had 
places to be, things to do. 

APK, One Year On 

A year later, the 2002 5th Annual 
APK event is a rather different 
scenario than the year previous, 
though no less onerous. For 
starters, the post- 9/11, recession- 
inflected APK is much smaller. 


mature-sounding and reassuring 
pose. “Kids are still watching 
over twenty hours a week of 
television and that’s not all kids 
programming,” said one speaker, 
as if to ameliorate anxiety. 

“Do not underestimate the power 
of television, do not underestimate 
the power of kids,” said a panel 
leader, adding that in addition to 
television their lives are “so much 
richer” than they were 15 years ago, 
what with the proliferation of youth 
magazines and Radio Disney. The 
notion of “enrichment” of any kind 
was of course a welcome one with 
this crowd, but there was a question 
in my mind as to whether any of 
these variegated mediums added to 
kids’ lives. 

At a session entitled “The End of 
Advertising as We Know It,” a title 
that was assuredly more a homage 
to the band REM than to Francis 
Fukuyama, the presenter David 
Bryla, Managing Consultant at the 
Zyman Marketing Group, also took 
on the more respectable tone of the 
2002 event, asserting that brand 
management was an offering of 
“guidance” and “navigation” to the 
kid customers: “When you build a 
relationship between a child and a 
brand you can price-up,” said Bryla. 
By “pricing-up” of course, he meant 
“charge more.” He smiled at the 
gathering, his youthful brashness 
and brush of cropped brown hair 
reading as a cross between Young 
Republican and Young & Rubicam. 

“What’s in it for me?” kids 
supposedly ask, when they encounter 
a product, said Bryla, but now their 
preferences “are more perishable” 
and their “window for cool is getting 
smaller.” In spite of the events new 
Yalie burnish, the marketers still 
advocated such techniques as “game 
room Internet blitz” brand-name 
“prizes at summer camp” and even, 
in the ominous yet not entirely clear 
phraseology of one of the companies’ 
literature, “buying cool Midwestern 
kids.” 

But still 9/11 hovered. “Events will 
disrupt your routines,” said Bryla, as 
an image of the fiery towers crossed 
the screen. “External events will 
often cause consumers to change 
their point of view of your brand, 
and you must change to adapt.” © 
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“Passionate, edgy, honest and uncompromised...” 

-The FADER 
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Special Limited Edition EP out now. 
New CD coming this summer! 


www.TheVue.com 

www.rcarecords.com 


THE RCA RECORDS LABEL IS A UNIT OF BMG | TMK(S) ® REGISTERED 
MARCA(S) REGISTRADA(S) @ TRADEMARK MANAGEMENT SA. 

BMG LOGO IS A TRADEMARK OF BMG MUSIC © 2003 BMG 
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Exploring the Void of all Known Undergrounds 


f by BYRON COL£Y and THURSTON MOORt) 

-Y- 


Literary and poetry journals 
have been having an interesting 
resurgence the last few years with 
a whole new breed of young(ish) 
writers taking fresh editorial steps 
into publishing. What distinguishes 
a lot of them is either their reference 
towards historically hep models 
from the 60s/70s like ANGEL HAIR 
(edited by Anne Waldman and Lewis 
Warsh), UNITED ARTISTS (edited 
by Lewis Warsh and Bernadette 
Mayer), THE WORLD (edited by 
Anne Waldman and a host of guest 
editors), FUCK/YOU (edited by Ed 
Sanders of the Fugs), ARTISTS’ 
WORKSHOP PRESS (edited by John 
Sinclair, manager of MC5) or a total 
disregard for said history The latter 
usually results in impenetrable 
anarchy (which is only sometimes 
inviting) and/or a contents page 
devoted exclusively to unknown 
writers (ditto). 

TIGHT from Bennington College 
in Vermont is all its name implies 
(the first issue employs the motto 
“It’s almost a noun”). The format is 
somewhat similar to Richard Hell’s 
infamous late-’90s poetry anthology 
Cuz (which only saw three issues)— 
small, perfect-bound wraps with a 
fine balance betwixt recognizable 
greats like Tom Clark, Theodore 
Enslin, Amy Gerstler, Jackson Mac 
Low and Pierre Joris and a host of 
newer cats like Anselm Berrigan, 
Elaine Walters McFerron and April 
Bernard. The first two installments 
have been cool reads with a nice non¬ 
plussed rock/roll aesthetic. 

Most lit journals have limited life¬ 
spans due to editors realizing they’ve 
spent all their time and money with 
no return, balance or feedback. But 
karmic glory resounds as their 
ephemeral epiphanies connote 
a history of radical expression 
breathing life into language. But 
regardless of such kozmik pleasures, 
a lack of coin can surely nail a lit 
journal dead. SKANKY POSSUM, 
out of Austin, Texas, has just 
published a remarkable seventh 
issue with great poems by, again, 
well-versed scribes like Tom Clark, 
Duncan McNaughton and Sotere 
Torregian and new bloods Julie Reed, 
Ethel Rackin etc. The editors are the 


husband-wife poets Dale Smith and 
Hoa Nguyen. Dale has been involved 
with poetic journal publishing for 
some time with the legendary Mike 
and Dale’s Younger Poets series 
(Mike being poet Michael Price of 
S.F., CA.)—a somewhat precursor in 
style to Skanky Possum. Within the 
Mike and Dale’s pages were startling 
and economic works by poet giants 
Anselm Hollo, Ted Berrigan and 
Clark Coolidge. Also part of this 
S.F. gang were poet/editor Kevin 
Opstedal of Blue Press publishing the 
like-minded Blue Books anthologies 
along with striking work by Lewis 
Macadams (himself a critically 
lauded radical poet from the late 
‘60s/early ‘70s) and Noel Black who 
ran Old Gold Press. Noel now lives 
in Colorado Springs and publishes 
the Angry Dog Press issuing a 
series of tiny efforts called ANGRY 
DOG MIDGET EDITIONS. #10 
in this midget edition series is our 
aforementioned pal Richard Hell 
with a slight and excited tome 
entitled 2-D BECKONING. 

The creative punk rock mind from 
whence pioneers like HELL ET 
AL spring continues to burn within 
these contemporary texts—they 
are living extensions of the omfug 
underground. The poets Gerard 
Malanga, Piero Heliczer, Lou Reed 
and Angus Maclise still infuse rock n 
roll with a mystic yet earthly/urban 
intelligence w/ their work from the 
60s—it continues to kick the ass 
of any mersh slobbo decree. Punk 
rock emanated from this sex-mind 
artist life—the Velvet Underground, 
Andy Warhol’s Factory, Jonas Mekas 
and George Maciunas’ fluxus film/ 
performance world, Ed Sanders’ 
Peace Eye bookstore (and that’s 
just the East Coast. John Sinclair’s 
Artists Workshop in Ann Arbor, ML, 
Wallace Berman’s art and literature 
Semina journal in L.A. etc. etc).—it 
all begat punk as a rock n roll form 
to annihilate its antipathy towards 
whatever creeped out vibe hippie 
had taken on. We’ve all surely come 
to terms with this now and we 
all, hippies, punks, poets and high 
schoolers alike are ready to kick 
fucking George DIPSHIT Bush’s 
dick out of D.C. like NOW. 


Got a savagely pleasant set of 
new releases from THIN WRIST 
RECORDINGS, an outfit whose 
aesthetic stance veers toward nicely 
pressed/presented LPs in editions 
of 500. This latest batch includes 
BRIGHTER SUMMER DAY by 
BURNING STAR CORE, a really 
fine debut LP by a combo from the 
Kentucky/Ohio underground DMZ. 
One side has skin-destroying violin 
drone-dynamics, amped the hell up, 
and run through shards of electronic 
hell-dither. The other side is synth/ 
key-based form-whackery that 
sounds like an out-of-control toad 
carnival taking place in your brain. 
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Ystad), these decks propose that you 
take a group of musicians out into 
the woods, shuffle the cards, and 
perform improvisations based on 
their symbology. This would be fun 
to do. But the cards are nice just to 
look at, too. And are a very attractive 
example of the flux-multiple concept 
as well. Really boss all the way 
around. 

Boston’s ABUNAI seem to have 
broken up some time in the last few 
months, but their passing has not 
gone un-noted, at least in Australia, 
from whence hails their apparent 
swansong, the Two Brothers MLP 
(Camera Lucinda). This record 




Next is OPEN CITY’s sophomore 
effort, L.A. We Revise Your Neglect . 
Based in L.A., this trio (two guitars 
+ drums) combine howls and clanks 
into a sweet slop of semi-aggressive 
free rock improvisation. Then there’s 
Fast Talks by THE CURTAINS, a 
San Francisco trio with connections 
to the most beloved Deerhoof. 
Instrumental, and gently overlaid 
with Magic Band rhythm jewelry, 
these guys produce smoke most 
delightful for sniffing. 

Most people may not know it, but 
PETER BROTZMANN was first 
known as a visual artist. He was an 
associate of the fluxus community, 
and indeed, the original edition of one 
of his FMP sets included shards of a 
balloon used in a piece by the great 
Korean flux-master, Nam June Paik. 
This all comes together in a set of two 
card decks that Brotzmann recently 
assembled for a show of his paintings 
in Sweden. Comprised of two games, 
Signs and Images (Konstmuseum 
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revolves around two versions of the 
Childe Ballad, “Two Brothers.” And 
neither of them is handled in what 
you’d call a particularly delicate 
fashion. With a few friends along, 
adding flutes and more vocals to the 
band’s basic kraut-psych-space-pop 
dynamism, things get pretty gone 
here. And the punky live take of 
“Lord Hampton” (an Abunai original 
in the Childe style) is equally cool. 
It may not prove the existence of an 
actual folk/punk/psych hybrid, but it 
sounds good anyway. 

KINSKI, from Seattle, have run 
through some of the same scene 
troughs as Abunai, but their version 
of contemporary non-mersh prog is 
pretty different. And on their third 
album, Airs Above Your Station 
(CD on Sub Pop; 2LP on Strange 
Attractors Audio House), they really 
kinda coalesce. Largely instrumental, 
they build their songs slowly, like the 
bands of the Texas Space Rock scene. 
But where those guys usually keep 
their loud and soft stuff separate, 
Kinski are into allowing the soft stuff 
to transform itself into the loud stuff. 
This makes for long tracks, but they 
really weasel their way into your 
brain. The guitars move like sloops 
through the thick air, bumping again 
and again into your forehead before 
they burst in a rainbow of fire. 

Because there’s not really 
much in the way of alternative 
newpaperage out where we live, 
the first exposure we got to TONY 
MILLIONAIRE’S Maakies comic 
strip was via The House at Maakies 
Corner (Fantagraphics). This oddly 
proportioned hardcover is quite nice. 
If you don’t know the strip, well, 
visually it’s a weird cross between 
Dame Darcy, the Dutch clear line 
school, the Katzenjammer Kids 
and Shari Flenniken. Textually, 
the strip has to do with savagery, 
drunkenness, crows, monkeys, and 
plenty of other good stuff. Good one! 

PENGO are from upstate New 
York, and for some reason we usually 
think of them as being associated 
with a somewhat brutal form of post¬ 
industrial free-form noise-hunch 
and/or bass-heavy ass-rumblage. And 
yeah, they still do that, but on this 
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MIKE WATT 



FOREIGN OBJECTS 



DAN MELCHIOR 



THE VIOLATORS 


new LP, A Nervous Splendor (Haoma 
Recordings) they visit all kindsa 
other space, as well. There’s good 
avant-psych formulating, passages 
of free-jazz honk, answering machine 
messages, mock ethnological field 
recording, even semi-folk-swabbage 
in a vein that would appeal to fans 
of the Sun City Girls. That all these 
shenanigans emanate from inside a 
great cover design, swiped from the 
BYG Actuel series, is only icing on an 
already rich cake. 

MIKE WATT, the bard of San 
Pedro, is a person who should 
be well known to everyone. With 
the Reactionaries, Minutemen, 
flREHOSE, Dos and various 
other aggregations, Watt has been 
churning through the constellations 
of prole art heaven since the late 
‘70s. Now he has a book out, and it’s 
great. Spiels of a Minutemen (L’oie de 
Cravan) collects Watt’s Minutemen- 
era lyrics, and also his tour diary 
from the first time the Minutemen 
hit Europe (with Black Flag). This 
stuff is great. Watt’s lyrics are 
wonderful—telegraphic spurts of 
sheer genius. There’re also essays 
by Richard Meltzer, Joe Carducci 
and Bull Tongue’s own Mr. Moore, 
plus repros of Pettibon art (and one 
Joe Baiza illo editorially mistaken as 
Pettibon) utilized by the band, and a 
nice historical overview by Mike. All 
packed in a fine silkscreened cover 
(by Montreal artist, Simon Bosse)— 
you’ll have a hard time finding better 
value for money this shopping cycle. 

Newest batch of archival punk LPs 
are out on the Italian Rave Up label 
and they’re as raging and obscure 
as usual. THE VIOLATORS’ Gun 
Control collects a batch of crude 
demos and live tracks, recorded 
by this Denver band in ‘79/’80 (I 
think). The material isn’t exactly 


outstanding, but it’s solid, raw garage 
punk in the melodic, but rough post- 
Heartbreakers style that guys who 
liked pop but didn’t want to admit 
it used to play. THE PRODUCTS’ 
Fast Music was recorded in San 
Diego late ‘80/early ’81. By the 
sound you’d have probably called 
it a couple years earlier, but the 
notes indicate that the scene was a 
bit behind the eight ball there. The 


Tripp guests on a few tracks), the 
Transplants have a great, raw 
garage punk sound with few frills 
and fantastically ornery lyrics. This, 
to me, is the gem of the bunch. The 
FOREIGN OBJECTS were also 
from Massachusetts, and their LP, 
Violent World is a beautifully apt 
depiction of their reality. Firmly 
operating in the Dictators/Gizmos/ 
Rattlers tradition, these guys puke 
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tracks here are from an unreleased 
album. They’re very riff-oriented and 
snotty in a real pleasantly garagey 
way. But it sounds really ’78, if you 
know what I mean. There’re lotsa 
semi-obvious Brit rips, but they’re 
used with a certain native charm. 
THE TRANSPLANTS’ Vegetable 
Stew captures a full set of demo and 
live material by a Boston band I’d 
never even heard of before. Friends 
of the great La Peste (whose Roger 


up great TV-obsessed garage rock 
with the best of them. The final LP 
in this suite is Contrast Disorder by 
the Doubt. This Irish band plays in 
the Good Vibrations tradition: fast, 
down-slammed punk-pop with short 
songs, slapped drums and heavy hook 
action. The album contains their sole 
single and other demos from ’81. 
And would be a nice addition to any 
serious punk collection, as would all 
of these. 


Another interesting selection of 
stuff came by way of WhiteWalls, 
a press in Chicago that has 
been putting out good shit for a 
while. HELEN MIRRA’s small 
hardcover, Names & Poems is the 
documentation of a piece she did, in 
which people were supposed to write 
their name on a small card and put it 
into a box if they wanted her to write 
them a poem. She would write short 
(generally two-word) ones based on 
their names. And they’re all here: fast, 
funny and good. She provides a little 
glossary in the back, too, to prove 
that she’s not making up as many 
words as you think she is. Another 
fave from this stash is a trade 
paperback called Hotel Terminus 
by STEPHEN LAPTHISOPHON. 
This is something like a set of essays, 
done with collaged pictures, about 
violence, loneliness, art, fascism and 
much else. The pictures (and some 
text as well) are lifted from films, 
magazines, books, and assembled 
in a way that suggest a variety 
of narratives. It can also just be 
perused as a visual experience, but 
the more you look at it, and start to 
notice patterns, the more interested 
you become in decoding its essence. 
The index in the back is very useful 
in this, but let’s just say it’s quite 
worthy of your detective efforts. 

DAN MELCHIOR sorta gives 
off a veddy Brit vibe, due to the fact 
that his best known collaborators are 
people from Medway scene, such as 
Bill Childish and Holly Golightly. But 
he has been expatriated to New York 
for a while now, so let’s call him a New 
Yorker. That said, he has two new 
albums that are pretty swank. This 
Is Not the Medway Sound (SmartGuy 
Records) is nicely crude, home- 
recorded urban blues in a distinctive 
Hangman Rees stylee. Regardless of 
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the LP’s title, the music has the twang 
and snarl of Childish’s solo work, and 
is great. The new record with his 
band, DAN MELCHIOR’S BROKE 
REVUE, is called Bitterness , Rage, 
Spite and Scorn (In the Red), and is 
a full-bore garage punk version of his 
grunty solo work. Using purloined 
punk mega-riffs, and crazy '60s 
studio touches (like handclaps, for 
fucksakes), Melchior and band really 
rip the shit up. This is blasting thug 
menace at its most bracing. 

Nicest music 'zine this time is 
probably SOUND COLLECTOR #8, 
which is put together by somebody at 
Arthur, but we only met him once and 
don’t remember what he looks like. 
Anyway—the mag is great. Includes 
everything from a nice intro to Eric 
Dolphy, to a good interview on the 
films of Richard Meltzer, the low-down 
on Chuck Warner’s Hyped 2 Death 
series, an illustrated memoir of Rock 
& Roll Camp for Girls, Susan Archie 
(who designs those Revenant Records 
sets), Stephen Basho-Junghans, Iron 
& Wine, and on and on. As a general 
guide to interesting non-mainstream 
culture it’s a winner. And they put all 
the ads in the back, just before the 
CD, so you don’t have to worry about 
visual clanging! A no-goddamn-ads-at- 
all treat is TEEN STAR ’69 (Magick 
Markur Publications). Assembled, 
probably, by Eddie Flowers, this is 
a xeroxed compendium of odd music 
pics from ’69, interspersed with 
commentary, a few nudie shots, and 
generally strange crawlspace vibes. 
It’s a great evocation of the year I 
first did acid, and has a genuinely 
pan-generic grasp of the era’s wide 
potential. Sweet! 

While we generally shy away from 
CDs, an especially good one just 
showed up from a young Japanese 
band called LSD MARCH. Due 


to all the brouhaha lately about 
the Naked Rallizes (a legendary 
Japanese pysch band begun in the 
'60s), we figured that you ought to 
know about these guys, who come 
from Himeji, and a scene that is 
lorded over by ex-Rallizes bassist, 
Hiroshi. LSD March’s self-titled 
CD (ADS) is a pretty amazing gush 
of mostly instrumental sludge- 
psych-heaviosity in a Rallizes/ 
High Rise direction, and is totally 



recommended. 

Just about the time you feel like 
you have a fairly good handle on, 
say, the Japanese underground 
scene, along comes something like 
the debut issue of IMPROVISED 
MUSIC FROM JAPAN (Japan 
Improv) to make you shut up and 
sit down. A fully bilingual magazine 
designed to append the work that its 
editor, Yoshiyuki Suzuki, does on his 
similarly vibed website, IMFJ is a 
treasury of amazing information. 
There are interviews, overviews, 
and CD reviews, filled with arcane 
information on the known (Phew, 
Otomo Yoshide, etc.) plus lots of 
stuff on people you’ve probably 
never heard of, but who you’ll want 


to investigate once you’ve discovered 
them via the text & CD here. It is 
a massive, beautiful effort, highly 
recommended to anyone with even 
the mildest interest in the Japanese 
avant garde. 

The latest LP by the NO NECK 
BLUES BAND, Ever Borneo (Seres) 
is quite different from their more 
recent, rockoidist work. Vocals 
are at a minimum and there are 
long swallows of key/percussion 



interchange very much in the combo’s 
classic mode. The sessions for this 
album were recorded over the course 
of a couple years (or so it has been 
said), but it all holds together like a 
wonderfully fragmentary leap into 
the gizzard of a very large chicken. 
The way it grinds is really nice, 
and there are Robbie Basho-like 
moments that will make you feel like 
you’ve died and gone somewhere. 

That's all for now. Should you have 
anything to send (archaic formats: 
vinyl & print & vhs especially), 
please direct two (2) copies to: 

Bull Tongue 
PO Box 627 

Northampton MA 01061 
USA. 


ADS: 

ads57100@rio.odn.ne.jp 

ANGRY DOG MIDGET EDITIONS 

2412 W. Bijou, Colorado Springs, CO 
80904 

CAMERA LUCIDA: 

www.cameraobscura.com.au 

FANTAGRAPHICS: 

www.fantagraphics.com 

HA0MA RECORDINGS: 

309 S. Goodman St., Rochester NY 
14607 

IN THE RED: 

www.intheredrecords.com 

JAPAN IMPROV: 

www.japanimprov.com 

KONSTMUSEUM YSTAD: 
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For more fumes from the literary 
underground you may want to check 
the Small Press Distribution site: 
www.spdbooks.org © 
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Risen Stars 

Othar Turner 

and 


Bernice Pratcher 


( by K, ft R 1 N BOLENDE R~) 

I f this was an obituary for Othar Turner, it could only 
be written in hieroglyphics and chickenscratch. Good 
thing it isn’t. What it aims to be instead, then, is a kind 
of ceremony, a page of wake on the occasion of this great 
old Mississippi musician’s departure. 

As a farmer, woodsman, cane-fife player and maker, 
and leaping lord of the goat picnic—in so many aspects 
of what he embodied—Othar Turner was one of the 
last of his kind. His death is more like the death of an 
ancient king than anything else. He was as old as the 
dream-swamp and hill country that surrounded his 
plot of land, and even if he did boogie down like a satyr 
until his last days, no king lasts forever. The loss is 
multiplied by the doom we are left here to reckon with, 
now that Othar Turner has vacated his weather-beaten, 
wooden-bench throne. 

The frightening thing is that this king knew some 
laws that aren’t written down anywhere, only 
remembered inside a number of hearts and ears. 
He lived the strange laws of his land, and in living 
them, he kept a kind of raucous, peaceful order in 
that small but significant corner of the world, Tate 
County, Mississippi. His kingdom, in terms of acreage, 
may have been only as big as the farm he kept near 
Yellow Dog Road in Senatobia, and of course the throng 
of kin and friends who hope to carry on the musical 
tradition. But that signature whistle and thump of his 
rang out far and wide. It gathered feet and skins from 
all over to come together at the picnic, once a year in 
the mercurial August air, and share in the thrills of the 
shimmy she wobble. 

Death is never easy to face. In this case, the face you see 
may be the wrong place to look, if you wish to fathom 
what’s lost in the passing of the old man. Death, after 
all, gives shape to life by surrounding it in a boundless 
and swarming unknown, a darkness that laps at the 
edges of our little lights. In this sense, a wake might 
invite its disparate mourners to re-imagine not the 
dead man, but the space around him, and the place he’s 
vacated. And so breed hope for what will be sucked in, 
to fill up the vacuum he leaves behind. The black space 
is by no means an emptiness; it is land with history, 
tradition, mystery and grit, as thick and roilsome as the 
summer air is. 

If you’ve heard the music Turner and his kin played, 


you already know this. The drums swell, grow huge 
and intricate as the night, as if some transubstantiation 
occurs by which the music becomes the same as the air, 
so that you breathe it into your lungs and it gets into 
your blood and beats there. Grown people and children 
and dogs of every shape rollick in the BBQ-goat smoke, 
some drunk on moonshine and some just on music, and 
the animal scents and heat-soaked wood and hay and 
raw dirt. Othar Turner as a man is inseparable from the 
mesh of time and place he exists in, which is as wild and 
singular as any there is. 

For any kind of wake to be worthy of the Othar 
Turner clan, it must aim to have at least some of the 
encompassing spirit that prevailed at the Labor Day 
picnics he held for decades at his farm in Senatobia, 
Mississippi. These festival picnics were once a 
widespread tradition across the South, but by the late 
twentieth century, Turner’s was an anomaly. The earlier 
(late 19th, early 20th century) picnics were not only his 
stomping ground, but also where he learned to play. “The 
drum was history,” he said, in a 2000 interview in the 
journal, 50 Miles of Elbow Room. 

Enmeshed as he was in the picnic tradition, Turner 
was a magnificent master of ceremonies in his own 
right, blowing the fife, beating the drum, slaying goats 
and grinding among the crowd without missing a beat, 
to the imponderable age of 94 years. He was still hale 
and strong, playing his own handmade fifes and hoeing 
his rows, in the summer of 2002. The winter that came 
was a hard one. Turner reportedly caught a cough in 
the new year, cracked a rib, and landed in the hospital 
in February. He died at a friend’s home on the morning 
of the 27th. 

Later that same night, his daughter Bernice Pratcher, who 


C yftNcey p>l 


3 


was more than instrumental in keeping the picnics and 
the local tradition of fife-and-drum music alive, followed 
him. She was only 48, but had suffered from cancer for 
many years. Even so, she was always beside him, playing 
and singing in the family band and managing its affairs. 
She personally made sure every neighbor and stranger 
who came to the picnics had a good time, and got a fair 
share of the rarefied BBQ, sauced and slapped between 
slices of Wonderbread. The news that Pratcher proceeded 
her father’s death so closely lends a new magnitude to 
the final song on the Rising Star Fife and Drum Band’s 
1997 recording, everybody hollerin’ goat, where the voices 
of father and daughter among the lacy drums harmonize 
the refrain, “Glory, glory, HallelujahlAVhen I lay my 
burdens down....” 

Here is the old dream of a song so powerful that it 
draws every particle in its reach into a marvelous 
weave, in which we know we are tiny parts and also 
parts of the swamp and the stars. What we’ve got to 
mourn as a society, in the forms of Othar Turner and 
Bernice Pratcher, are human beings who knew some 
secrets of how to call others together in a place to recall 
and celebrate this warp, revel in it in an inextricable 
weft with cicadas and three-legged dogs and towers of 
pokeweed and smoke and naked dirt, and whoop with joy 
and dance. Too often in our world, this knowing joy gets 
stopped up in human names and faces-in the bottleneck 
of what each will wants, be it another country’s oil or a 
new toothpaste to make teeth white. When that happens, 
a wisdom infinitely bigger than the lives of an old man 
and his daughter is lost to us. This is a remembrance of 
the mesh, then, as much as the individual players. Thank 
you for all you gave, Othar Turner and Bernice Pratcher. 

Rise fast and far, and find peace. © 
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